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CHAPTEE I. 

COMING HOME. 



A BLAZING sunset in the Indian Ocean — out 
of sight of land — and a great steam-ship 
throbbing her resolute way in solitary grandeur 
through the glittering waves that creamed and 
darkened in her wake ! I think I can picture 
the scene in my own mind, but I had rather 
not try to describe it ; for I was born within 
the sound of Bow bells, have never been to 
India, and consequently never came back from 
thence. I have to deal with very stern realities 
affecting persons, most of whom I can lay my 
hands upon at few hours' notice, and associate 
them with scenes familiar to me from my youth 
— all but this. I should not like to run the 
risk of marring what I hnow^ by attempting to 
detail what I have only heard of. I have read 
— (who has not ?) — much print about the Over- 
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land Eoute. Shall I take down from tlieir 
shelves half-a-dozen of the books in which it is 
described, hash up for you as many odJs and 
ends of scenes and sketches therein contained, 
and serve up the dish in a sauce of my own 
composition? Will it possess the genuine 
Indian flavour ? I am afi^id not. It would 
taste of the pot ; and I should be sure to put 
in some ingredient which, without being pleas- 
ing to the palate of the uninitiated, would 
expose my poor rechauffe in its true character. 
No ! I will, if you please, describe that which 
I have seen — ^and that only. 

The vessel in question was the Peninsular 
and Oriental steam-ship Ganges^ Captain 
Stevenson, bound to Suez. She had on board 
many sufferers by the Indian mutiny, and 
amongst them Captain Stephen Frankland, of 
the Bengal Light Cavalry. You will be good 
enough to picture for yourselves the good ship 
which is bearing him, the persons of his fellow- 
voyagers (other than those to whom you will 
be introduced), and the appearances of the 
sunset which he is watching on the evening of 
the Sth of July, 1858, when ftrst he is pre- 
sented to your notice. 

Brave, honest Stephen Frankland ! If there 
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•ever was a man who deserved to have a smooth 
and pleasant pilgrimage through life, it was 
he ; but Fate — chance, a combination of un- 
toward circumstances, call it what you please — 
took up the thread of his life and tangled it, 
as we shall see, into a dark web, in which all 
hope and happiness seemed at one time to be 
lost. It is his story that I am about to tell, 
therefore let me photograph him at once, as it 
were, on the title-page of my book. 

He is incapable of resisting the indignity ; 
for he has been to death^s door with jungle- 
fever combined with sun-stroke, and is still 
very, very weak — so weak that it has taken 
him half an hour to totter from his cabin to 
the spot where he now reclines, wrapped in his 
regimental cloak, and gazing over the darken- 
ing sea westward, far westward ! towards the 
home he has not seen for years — that he may 
never see again ! 

Did he stand upright, he would measure at 
least five feet eleven, and his wasted limbs, 
that are now extended in such lamentable 
helplessness upon the deck, were, a few weeks 
ago, full of grace and strength. He has fought 
under Havelock — ^he has marched with Cham- 
berlayne — ^he has borne the whole brunt of the 

B 2 
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mutiny. He is one of that scant band of 
heroes who kept the tiger at bay — ^hurling him 
back, in spite of all his frantic bounds, till 
England arose in her might and strangled the 
bloody brute in his lair ! He has won the 
Victoria Cross, and by and bye, when the 
armies are amalgamated, will be made a Brevet- 
Major, if he has a friend at the Horse Guards 
to remind the Authorities of his services. Oh, 
his country is proud of him — and very grateful 
too, of course ! Though, being a country of a 
naturally phlegmatic temperament, she does^ 
not give way to her feelings very warmly. 

The young soldier's face is very grave, and 
his fine brown eyes, which are unnaturally 
bright just now, have rather a hard expression. 
His brow is calm and massive, but his mouth, 
though almost overshadowed by his tawny 
moustache, gives a look to the lower part of 
his face which is quite at variance with the stern- 
ness of its upper features. Wait until he smiles, 
and the stern look will melt away, and one 
of almost womanly softness take its place. To 
a fresh acquaintance, Stephen Frankland's 
manner is not pleasant : he is cold and haughty, 
especially with men. No one values the good- 
will of companions and comrades more than he 
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does; and I think that his reserve springs 
more from shyness than from pride, or any 
other feeling. He values friendship so highly, 
that he cannot bear the idea of forcing himself 
on that of any one, and will not lightly admit 
any one to his own. But if he be slow in 
making friends, he is slower still in losing 
them ; and many a raw comet, who has com- 
plained loudly after the manner of the tribe, 
" that Frankland was so confoundedly bump- 
tious," has been checked by the best men in 
the regiment, and told to wait till he knew 
him better before he repeated such an opinion. 
It is a great pity that people will go about 
masquerading in manners which do not belong 
to them ; but my hero is a mortal man, and 
subject to all the diseases, mental and bodily, 
that flesh is heir to. So he will be introduced 
to you to-morrow. Bow stiffly, say half a 
dozen chilly commonplaces; and if you go 
away disgusted with his reserve and seek his 
society no more — if you are a good sort of fel- 
low, and worth cultivating — ^he will take to 
heart your not liking him, and be doubly cold 
to the next man he meets by way of mending 
matters. Not the sort of temperament, this, 
with which to get on well in the world. Too 
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sensitive and self-accusing a great deal, as I am 
afraid we shall find before long. 

Have you ever met with a serious accident 
ill a foreign country, or felt some illness creep- 
ing over you when amongst strangers ? If you 
have, did not a wild yearning seize you to 
hurry homey in spite of all assurances that you 
would be safer and better tended where you 
were ? If you have not, believe me that it is 
no use arguing with the stricken one who has 
this feeling upon him. He craves for Itome — 
home, no matter how humble it may be ; and 
staggers thitherward with the unreasoning 
terror which makes a wounded bird drag itself 
in torture from the hand that would assuage 
its pain, to seek some well-known haunt 
wherein to die. 

Well! home is distant, and the blow has 
fallen before it can be reached. The sufferer 
has to praise the All Merciful for a great escape ; 
for the crisis is over and the danger past. But 
will he admit that it is possible for him to be- 
come quite well away from home? Does he 
believe that there can be any medicine so potent 
for his good as the sight of old familiar scenes, 
the sound of old familiar voices, the sympathy, 
above all, of those he loves ? I think not ! 
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Happy are you if you have never known that 
weary, incurable disease — ^the home-sickness of 
the sick. I know of poor people who have 
died in squalid cellars, because they were their 
homes, rather than enter the hospitals, in which 
they might have been cured in a week. I 
know of men who have passed all their lives 
abroad, whose associations, friends, and fome 
all belong to foreign scenes, but who have 
tottered back in their old age to the home-land 
that knows them not — merely because it is the 
home-land — to enrich it with their hard- won 
wealth, and ask of it nothing but a grave. Ay ! 
we may philosophise, and scoff, and make 
merry, with these and other human softnesses. 
Let us crown with bays the clever fellows who 
are so fond of depicting the morbid anatomy of 
Homes — ^who delight in tearing down the gay 
hangings from the walls — who smash through 
the gay gilding and the lath-and-plaster, and 
disclose to us, with many a chuckle of triumph, 
the hidden closet where the skeleton grins and 
clanks his horrid bones. Ah, these are some- 
thing like writers ! Their pens are lancets, 
their ink a fluid caustic, and every printed page 
a cataplasm. How the great world smarts and 
simpers as they ply their trade — each half of 
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it enjoying the discomfiture of the other ! I 
think, though, that there be pure homes and 
home influences in the land, after all ; but, bless 
my soul ! it would be very insipid work to treat 
only of these. Eau sucree is mawkish tipple at 
the best of times. A squeeze of lemon and a 
dash of something out of the ^arde de vin im- 
prove the flavour wonderfully. 

The home-sickness was strong upon Stephen 
Frankland as the sun went down upon this 
pleasant July evening, for the home of his boy- 
hood had been a very happy one — a breezy, 
crag-bound, leafy, stream-girt home, snugly 
settled half-way down a Derbyshire valley, with 
a great rugged Tor that was always ready to 
do battle with the north-east wind on its be- 
half : to its rear, and in all other directions, fat 
meadow-lands, and hills with dark pine woods 
hanging on their slopes; and fern-carpeted 
dells, and tangled coppices, with the restless 
Wye lacing all the beauties of the landscape 
together with a silver thread — a home in which 
he had been a free and happy country lad, 
revelling in field-sports and feats of strength 
and daring, which had made him the ready and 
dashing soldier that he was before the fever 
struck him down. He has closed his eyes now, 
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in his painful weakness, and the whole pano- 
rama floats across his mind's eye. There is the 
field in which he made that famous double- 
shot of which his father was so proud. Did he 
not have preserved and stuffed the two un- 
fortunate partridges who fell victims to his 
boy's precocious skill ? and are they not now 
hanging up in a glass-case in the hall ? There 
is the quiet pool in the bend of the river into 
which he used to plunge in the summer time, 
to the terror of his little brother Frank ; and 
the shady nook, hard by, where afterwards he 
would loll, half-dressed, all the blazing mid- 
day, hidden by the tall ferns, reading the hves 
of the great soldiers and sailors who were his 
heroes, or half-terrifying, half-delighting his 
childish companion with wondrous tales about 
giants and fairies, and other inhabitants of the 
dear old realms of Fancy ! There, far away to 
the right, over the grass land, is the fence at 
which he got that ugly fall out hunting, when 
he mounted Lord Harkington's new chesnut 
mare, merely because some one had said that 
he could not ride her. The hot, blundering 
brute bolted with her head in the air, and 
crashed right into the middle of the double post 
and rails without rising an inch, rolling over 
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her rider, and nearly killing him in her frantic 
struggles to rise. There again, close to the 
house, hanging from the sycamore tree, is the 
swing where he and Laura Coleman used to 
swing each other when they were children to- 
gether, and where he wished her good-bye, and 
pressed into her reluctant hand a little gold 
pencil-case as a parting gift the evening before 
he left for India ! There is Bill Grrant's, the 
head keeper's, cottage. It was in the some- 
what musty kitchen of that tenement that he 
smoked his first pipe, procured from Bill with 
much diplomacy, and not without a bribe. Ah ! 
will he ever forget that first pipe ? At a certain 
period of its enjoyment, what would he have 
given to Bill not to have had it ? There, close 
by the privet hedge on the lawn, is old Ponto's 
grave. Poor old Ponto ! Would he have been 
a better dog, in his life, if he had known what 
a grand funeral he was to have when all was 
over ? There is the wood — that on the hill 
yonder, near the bean -field, where they had 
that tough tussle with the poachers on Christ- 
mas Eve ! And there — there — ^there ! far and 
near, all around, is some spot full of old recol- 
lections for Stephen Frankland, on which his 
memory loves to dwell. It dwells on them, and 
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those with whom they are associated, as thejr 
were in the careless old times which are stamped 
on his mind. He cannot realize them as they 
are. He has heard that Bill Grant is not head- 
keeper now. The poor fellow has had a para- 
lytic stroke, and is a hopeless cripple ; still his 
pupil finds himself planning a long day's shoot- 
ing, which he intends to have in company with 
his old tutor in woodcraft, directly the season 
comes round again. He cannot think of Laura 
as a grown-up woman who has been engaged 
to be married. She is ever, for him, the shy, 
timid child who cried when she was swung too 
high. And Frank, his little brother ! the loved 
companion of all his expeditions — ^poor, gentle, 
delicate little Frank — ^whom he has carried for 
miles upon his shoulders, rather than he should 
be disappointed of being present at some steeple- 
chase, or cricket-match, or other sport that he 
wished to see — ^little Frank came of age a year 
ago ! He was but a little boy, and small and 
weak for his age, when Stephen sailed for India. 
There was a wide gulf between them then ; the 
one was quite a man, the other still a child. 
Time had bridged it over now, and the seven 
and a half years that separated their ages was 
lost in their mutual manhood. A pleased smile 



12 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

played round Stephen's lips and glistened in 
his eyes, as he tried to picture little Frank as 
the great country gentleman, and Justice of the 
Peace, Deputy- Lieutenant, and High Sheriff of 
the County — posts of dignity which letters 
from home had informed him his brotlier was 
soon to fill. For, as will presently appear more 
distinctly, Frank, though his father's younger 
son, was sole heir to Tremlett Towers and all 
its lands, whilst Stephen, the first-born, would 
inherit a baronetcy, an honourable title at- 
tached to very few possessions of any sort for 
its support. 

The idea of envying Frank his good fortune 
never entered his half-brother's mind; the 
possibility that Tremlett Towers might not be 
his home, to come and go in as he pleased all 
the days of his life, never occurred to him for 
a moment. How should it? Never by 
word, or act, or look, has he been reminded of 
his position under his father's roof. He knew 
it well enough; his father had broken it to 
him long before he left, and I think it reflected 
much credit on his stepmother that he soon 
forgot what he was told. Now, perhaps, you 
begin to see how matters stand. He was his 
father's companion in all the sports of the 
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field, his alter ego with the tenantry and 
servants. He was his mother's right hand in 
her garden, the distributor of her bounty in 
the village, her representative in a dozen 
different ways ; for this lady was not given to 
exertion, and was fond of doing what she did by 
deputy. His wishes were always anticipated, 
his orders never questioned. He was an uni- 
versal favourite, the bright-eyed, hearty lad ! 
Like all, brave men, with a high sense of duty, 
he thought little of what he had done, other- 
wise it might have occurred to him that the 
news of deeds which had won him the highest 
object of a soldier's ambition, the Cross for 
Valour, would quite dissipate the clouds with 
which absence sometimes hides a vacant chair. 
But, as I said before, the idea from which such 
a thought would spring never occurred to 
him. He longed for home with a sick man's 
longing as the sun went down that July 
evening. And so vividly did home and home 
faces come back to him, that it seemed as 
though he had never really left them, and that 
the wonders of the strange land in which his 
lot had been cast, and all its recent horrors, 
were the baseless fabric of a vision which was 
passing away. 
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He was aroused from such day-dreaming by 
3, tap upon the shoulder, and, turning round, 
saw that a square-built man, with a jolly, 
weatherbeaten face, and dressed in the hand- 
some uniform of the Peninsular and Oriental 
Company, had taken a seat by his side. 

*'Glad to see you on deck, sir!'* said the 
officer. "I am Captain Stevenson, of this 
ship, at your service. How do you feel your- 
self to-night — picking up your crumbs, eh? 
There now, don't move ; IVe got plenty of 
room where I am, thank ye !" And the jolly 
seaman kindly pressed Stephen Frankland 
back into the reclining position from which he 
had started, and smoothed the pillow that 
supported his head. 

" Is there anything I can do for you ?" he 
added when this was done — "anything you 
want in your cabin ?" 

" Thank you very much !" Stephen replied ; 
^' I have everything I require, and I shall soon 
cease to be the troublesome fellow that I am 
sure I must have been to you all. I feel as 
though every breath of this cool sea-breeze 
was putting new life into me." 

" To be sure," said the Captain ; " so it 
does. Why, I've had young fellows carried 
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aboard further gone than you were — and yon 
hadn't much to spare on this side Davy 
Jones's locker when we left Calcutta; but. 
Lord bless you! as soon as ever they can 
crawl on deck they sit gasping in the fresh 
air like a shoal of blue-fish, and are on their 
pins again calling out for bitter beer before 
we sight Perim !" 

"How long shall we be before we sight 
Perim ?" asked the sick man, after a pause. 

" How long will you be before you get to 
your bitter beer, you mean," said the captain, 
with a jovial laugh. '* But you will get a 
chill if you stay out any longer. The wind is 
freshening, and you have had quite as much of 
it as you can bear for the first time : the 
doctor would tell you so if he were here. 
Tou had better turn in, and — ha ! just in the 
nick of time !" he continued, as a tall figure 
moved silently out of the shadow of the hatch- 
way, and took its stand by Stephen's side. 
" Here's your servant come to help you in." 

" Hush !" exclaimed the invalid in a quick 
whisper ; " he is not my servant." 

Captain Stevenson opened his mouth and 
raised his eyelids, and so made those expressive 
features reply — " Who the deuce, then, is he ?" 
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as plainly as though he had articulated the 
words. The question was lost upon the new 
comer, so busily was he engaged in collecting 
the books, cushions, and other articles which 
fell as the sick man rose and prepared to pass 
below ; but as he rose, he laid his finger on 
his lip with a meaning look, until the old man 
had descended the companion-ladder, and then 
replied in a whisper— 

" You will think it very odd, but I know 
absolutely nothing about him, beyond this — I 
owe my life to his care ! I will try and find 
out who he is to-night." 
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CHAPTER II. 

HOW CAPTAIN FRANKLAND AND MR. BRANDRON 

COMPARED NOTES. 

Arrived in his cabin, Stephen Frankland flung 
himself heavily upon the cot with an impatient 
moan. He had only descended some eight or 
ten steps, and walked as many yards, but so 
feeble was his state that the exertion, slight as 
it was, proved almost too much for him. 1 
think the worst part of an illness is when you 
have gained strength enough to know how 
weak it has made you. His attendant, who 
had followed, carefully measured out some 
tonic medicine, and handed it, without a word. 
He then placed everything that might be re- 
quired within his reach, and silently proceeded 
to set the cabin in order for the night. This 
done, he was about to retire, when Frankland 
raised himself, and laid a hand upon his arm — 
"Don't leave me," he said — "that is, I 
mean, if you do not want to go on deck 
again." 

VOL. I. c 
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The person thus addressed paused, and held 
the cabin-door half shut behind him as he 
turned towards the cot. 

"You see I am getting all right again/' 
Frankland continued, in a cheerful tone. 
''Yesterday I could scarcely stand, and to- 
night I have walked ever so far, all by myselfl 
In a very few days I shall be off the sick-list 
altogether/' 

" I am glad to find you so hopeful,'* was the 
grave reply; "take care, though, that you do 
not over-exert yourself. You know what the 
doctor said, and if I stay here with you, yooi 
must promise not to talk." 

" That is exactly what I want to do. It'ft 
all bosh saying that I must not talk. Why, 
I haven't coughed once for I don't know how 
long ! I am going to ask you to redeem the 
promise that you made, I think, two days ago. 
My head is getting clearer now, and it worries 
me awfully not to know what has passed. I lay 
awake all last night trying in vain to recall the 
past ; and I am sure I shall not sleep to-night 
unless you help me. I do assure you that I 
am quite strong enough now to hear all you like 
to tell — to ask what I so much want to know." 

His attendant closed the door softly, aji4 
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€bawing a trunk close to the cot, seated him- 
self so tlmt the wan detaming band still rested 
on his arm. 

«WeU?" 

The sick man was a little disconcerted by 
that monosyllabic reply to his anxionsly-nrged 
request, bat more so by the sad, searching 
gaze with which the speaker regarded him. 

It was not easy to fix his exact age; his 
fiice and figure were so wasted by the ravages 
df the Indian climate. He looked sixty, at 
least, but was probably some years younger. 
He was unusually tall and gaunt, with a 
square massive brow, and restless, though 
earnest eyes. A few flowing locks of iron- 
grey hair, thrown back from his temples and 
passed behind each ear, would have given an 
irir of benevolence to- almost any other face ; 
but there was a fixed sternness upon his pale 
features which never left them even whilst he 
was performing acts of womanly tenderness 
for his patient — a sternness which did not 
reflect anger or dislike, but betokened the 
absence of all softer feelings from a heart that 
bad once been their home. 

Frankland sank back again into a reclining 
josture as the old man took his seat; and 
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when the hand that had. been laid on his 
slipped downwards, and the arm swung heavily 
beside the cot, the patient attendant took it in 
both his own, and, regarding it with a strange 
cynical smile, pressed it almost tenderly, and 
placed it softly on the coverlet. 

There was no hght in the cabin, and the 
shades of evening were rapidly closing in. 
After waiting some moments to see if his com- 
panion would volunteer the information which 
he so much desired, Stephen again broke the 
silence which had become painfiil to him. 

"I am afraid," he said, "that I have lost 
all count of time. I am conscious that I have 
been a long time ill, and that you have all 
along tended me with a care and patience for 
which I cannot account. I feel that I owe 
you my life, and do not even know your 
name." 

"My name is Brandron — John Everett 
Brandron. I am an imcovenanted servant of 
the East India Company, if it still exists, and 

I am going ho I am going to England 

upon leave. I have done for you what any 
other man would have done for any other man 
whom he found as I found you." 

" But where did you find me ? That ,is 
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what I want to know/* Stephen said, in an 
excited tone, and starting np into a sitting 
posture. " When was it — and where ? Why- 
am I not with iny regiment ? How is it that 
I am here ? All this is a blank to me, in 
which my mind goes wandering till it is lost 
in distraction/* 

" This will never do ! Compose yourself, 
pray, or I must leave you," said Brandron ; 
" you shall know aU you require ; but have 
patience. There now," he added, as Stephen 
sank into his former position ; " tell me, as 
quietly as you can, what you can last remem- 
ber, and I will recount the rest — at least, as 
far as I know of it." 

'" You want to know how I was wounded ?** 

" I want to know nothing," the old man re- 
plied, with a smile ; " but you must tell me 
where to begin, or I shall be saying what you 
know already." 

iVankland closed his eyes, and paused for a 
moment to collect his thoughts. " Tou hav6 
heard,'^ he then said, " of that affair of ours at 
the Kaptee?" 

"Where your regiment and the — th 
charged the rebel Sowars in the middle of the 
iiver ? Yes." 
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"Well; no matter what we did/' said 
FranMand, "or how I got through; I 
managed to keep to my saddle, and when poor 
old Cherry — (that's my charger, I wonder 
what has become of him?) — scrambled with 
me up the apposite bank, I saw some score or 
so of the enemy forming on the flat ground 
dose by, I collected a few of our fellows, and 
we rode straight at them — straight through 
them, by Jove ! too ; and when they scattered 
right and left, I saw that their leader was Lai 
Eoogee — ^a yillain whose life I had sworn to 
have if ever I saw him again ; and so — ^but I 
am wandering on too quickly. I must tell 
you why I made this vow. There was a 
young comet of ours — a dashing, handsome 
boy, a prime favourite with all of us, and a 
special chum of mine. His name was Ghwrley 
Treheme, the only son of a clergyman down 
in Kent, near Westborough." 

Brandron started, and a crimson fludi spread 
for an instant over his pale face. 

"What makes you start? Do you know 
the family ?" 

" No, nor heard of it. I know the country 
in which they live, that is all — go on." 

"Well, Charley was on sick-leave in the 
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hills when the mutiny broke out, and had only 
jnst rejoined ns at the time of which I am 
speaking. It was a few days — ^perhaps a week 
— before the Eaptee business, that he saw the 
enemy for the first and last time. There was 
a fort to be taken — one of those that our Gro- 
vemment were fools enough to let a set of 
rascally Eajahs arm and occupy, to turn 
against us at the very first opportunity. The 
iZtry were, for a wonder, ledup to the right 
side of it — ^the rear, and we were posted in the 
fix>nt, hidden in a little wood, to cut off the 
scoundrels in their inevitable bolt. I had dis- 
mounted, and was watching the fort through a 
field-glass — ^and so was Charley, but he was on 
horseback. I had not to watch long! 
Crack went half-a-dozen shells into the 
middle of the place — Crash went the gate, 
Uown into lucifer-matches by a powder-bag 
fixed there by little Teddy Scott, of the Engi- 
neers, as coolly as though he were hanging up 
a picture in the drawing-room. In went three 
companies of the gallant — rd at one end^ and 
out came about two hundred Pandies at the 
other, who scattered themselves helter-skelter 
into the jungle. It was no use charging after 
Hem. But a better enemy soon came in sight. 



24 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

An entire regiment of horse that had only 
mutinied a few days before, drew up in good 
order, and to our intense satisfaction prepared 
io march off our way. At their head was a 
man that I had known by sight, and had heard 
too much of. ' Charley,' I whispered, * do you 
see that fellow on the white barb, with a shirt 
of mail over his tunic ? That's Lai Eoogee/ 

" ' And what is the Eoogee famous for ?' 
asked poor Charley, in his playful way. 

" ' Hush !' I said ; ' this is no joking 
matter. That is the fiend who killed poor 
Clayton's young wife. He set fire to her 
muslin dress, and the devils that were with 
him hacked her to pieces with their swords, as 
she ran shrieking through the compound/ 

"I shall never forget the expression on 
Charley's face when he heard those words. 
The poor lady had been very kind to him when 
he first came out, and there, proudly riding at 
the head of the troop that her husband once 
commanded, was her murderer ! It was as 
much as I could do to hold the excited boy : he 
would have ridden out, then and there, single- 
handed, to cut him down. At last we got the 
word * Officers to the front !' The word was 
given to charge, and away we went. It was 
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a regular race; but my charger stumbled over 
a fallen tree, and this threw me back almost 
equal with the men. I then saw that Charley- 
was charging straight on Lai Eoogee. I saw 
his sabre glimmer in the air ; I saw the rebel 
sowar rein back his horse to avoid the stroke ; 
I saw him wave his sword, as it seemed to me, 
only towards Charley as he whirled by — and 
then I was in the thick of it myself — doing 
my duty, I hope — till the recall was soimded. 
Then my Serjeant came up, and, with a tear on 
his bronzed cheek, told me what had really 
happened. The apparently idle wave of that 
practised villain's sword had done deadly 
work. The sharp curve of the blade had just 
touched poor Charley's neck, and inflicted a 
deep wound through which, long before we 
reached the spot where he fell, he had bled to 
death. We buried him in the wood that 
night ; and I took his sword, a lock of his 
hair, and a Bible with his mother's name in it, 
that I found in his pack, to send to his home. 
I do not know what has become of them. 
There was a vulgar cant about in England 
when I left, that, to be a dashing soldier, one 
must be a roue and a scamp. A braver and 
more promising officer than Charley Treheme 
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never drew sword, and he Kved and died a 
Christian gentleman/' 

" I think you will find the things you men- 
tion among your baggage/' said Brandron ; " I 
especially noticed the Bible in the palanquin 
with you when — But I, too, am wandering ; 
go on — ^what about Lai Boogee ?" 

" I cannot say how he escaped that day. 
We met again, as I have told you, on the 
banks of the Eaptee. I was neariy wild with 
excitement as it was, but the sight of his black 
face nearly maddened me. I don't suppose 
that what followed occupied more than two 
minutes from first to last, but in this time a 
host of recollections flashed through my mind. 
I saw poor Mary Clayton with her little baby 
on her lap. I heard her putting in a kind 
word— as she often had done— for the villains 
who afterwards took away her life. I was at 
mess, and it was the first night that Charley 
joined us. I was hunting, shooting, reading, 
listening in the verandah of our Indian house 
to his merry songs and ringing laugh ; I was 
kneeling beside his grave ; I was vowing to 
avenge him. Better than that, I was plunging 
along upon a fresh horse, with only a few 
yards of level ground between me and the man 



A TANGLED SKEIN, 27 

who had killed him. What exultation I felt 
as I gained upon him — ^for this time he did not 
stand at bay, as the nature of the ground had 
forced him to do on the former occasion, but 
was riding for his life. Nearer and nearer I 
came, till I could see the whites of his evil 
eyes as he turned and fired one of his long 
pistols at me. He missed, and the next mo- 
ment I was on him ! My sword was in the 
air ; I had risen in my stirrups to give impetus 
to the sfa'oke, when a sharp pang, like the 
prick of a pin, ran through my body from head 
to heel ! Then came a dull, crushing blow, as 
thongh a truss of hay had fallen from a height 
upon my head, and then darkness — a vague 
s^Qsation of pain somewhere^ and a dreary un- 
consciousness of what was going on until I 
wdte up, as it were, a few days ago, and found 
myself in this cabin, and you seated there, as 
you are now, by my side. I must have been 
cat down from behind." 

*' So you were,"said Brandron, when Frank- 
land had thus concluded his account ; " but not 
by a mortal lenemy. You were unhorsed by a 
scmstroke. In addition to this, those who had 
charge of yowi, whoever they were, managed to 
let you be attacked by jungle fever." 
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" How do you know ?" 

"Because you were very bad with jungle 
fever when I found you." 

"But where did you find me, and when?" 

"On the Grand Trunk Eoad, seven miles 
from Agra." 

" Will you tell me under what circum- 
stances ?" 

" In my own way, if you will not interrupt 
me. I am a man of few words, and will not 
keep you long. I was travelling by palqui. 
My bearers told me there was a palqui on. 
the road before us unattended, and that 
there was a tiger trying hard to over- 
turn it. I shot that tiger — ^I opened that 
palqui, and there found you in delirium. 
Your bearers had fled at the sight of the beast, 
whose skin I will show you one day. I got 
other bearers, had you carried on to Agra, and 
gave you over to the Staff Surgeon. He told 
me that nothing but a sea voyage would save 
your life, so I brought you to Calcutta, shipped 
you on board this vessel, and here you are. 

" But my leave — my papers — my debts — ? 

" Were all settled by an oflBcer of your own 
regiment, who was at Calcutta, and helped me 
to get you off. You have^ two years' leave. 



99 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 29 

and all your baggage is on board. So you see 
that I have done very little for you. Tour 
way happened to be my way, and we travelled 
together — ^that is all. As for your recovery — 
saving your life, as you call it — ^that is no 
business of mine. You have a good constitu- 
tion, and were lucky enough to fall into the 
hands of a doctor who left it alone. I have 
told you all I know. If you want to learn 
what happened to you between the times of 
your falling at the Eaptee and my finding you 
near Agra, you must apply to some one else. 
The probability is that you were sent off about 
a fortnight after your fall. The rest of the 
time had been taken up in the journey." 

'* I want to hear no more," said Frankland. 
" I have heard enough to know that I owe you 
my life twice over. Like you, I am a man of 
few words in these matters; words are but 
poor agents to express the gratitude I feel. I 
must find other means of paying the deep debt 
I have incurred; and there are those in 
England, Mr. Brandron, who will help me in 
its discharge. May I ask in what part of 
England is your home ?" 

" I have no home. I have been in India 
twenty years." 
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« I mean, where do your friends reside?" 

" I hare no friends. Have I not told you 
that I have been away twenty years ? Before 
I had left twenty days no one cared to inquire 
whether I was dead or alive. Yes, there 
was onCy' he added in a low voice; "bitt 
his anxiety abont me would have been 
best satisfied if he had heard that I waa 
dead." 
• " You speak bitterly." 

" I feel bitterly — ^that is, when I am fool 
enough to give way to my feelings, but that 
is not often." 

" Pray do not misjudge me," said Frank- 
land, touched by the sadness of his tone, and 
the deepening of the settled melancholy on his 
face, "or think that I am indulging idle 
curiosity in pursuing a subject which I see 
is not a pleasant one; but I must naturally 
take a deep interest in one to whom I owe so 
much. I am going to travel overland. A 
dozen chances may part us any day. Will you 
not let me know where I shall find you at 
home — I mean, where you will stay when you 
arrive in England ?" 

" That I cannot do." 

" You mean you will not," said Frankland, 
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somewhat nettled at wliat hie took for a 
rebuff. " Be it so, then ; I will press you no 
further." 

"I mean/' replied Brandron, taking no 
notice of the impatient gesture with which 
Frankland had turned from him, "exactly 
what I say. I cannot tell you where I shall 
stay when I land in England, because I shall 
be there so short a time that I shall have no 
settled abode.'^ 

" Where will you go then ?'' 

" Back to India.'' 

" Back to India," exclaimed Frankland ; " at 
your age ! I thought — " 

"I have only six months' leave," said 
Brandon, interrupting him. "My superiors 
imagine that I shall spend it in the hills, and 
no one is aware that I intended to take this 
voyage. Were my purpose known in certain 
quarters, perhaps it might have been defeated. 
As it is, I take my own course. Deducting 
the time which will be spent going and return- 
ing to my post, I shall have about ten weeks 
in England. I could do all I have to do in 
one, and shall probably return as soon as I 
have done it." 

" Do you like India, then ? Do you not care 
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to remain in your own country as long as you 
canr 

"All places are the same to me/' said 
Brandron, gloomily. 

" Then why this flying visit ?" 

"Because," repliedBrandron, with vehemence, 
a strange light flashing into his eyes as he 
spoke, " I go to do an act of justice^ 

Frankland started up, astonished at this 
sudden change in the manner of his com- 
panion, and for the first time he eluded his 
gaze. 

"You have struck a key-note, you see," 
Brandron said, turning his face aside ; " but 
pray do not dwell upon it. Come, let us 
change the subject." 

" I am most unfortunate in my questions," 
Frankland rejoined; "but you cannot think 
that I would intentionally touch upon what 
would give you pain? I will not oflend 
again." 

" You cannot," replied his companion in a 
gayer manner than he had as yet assumed, 
" Avoid this one subject, and the more ques- 
tions you ask me the better I shall be pleased. 
I have lived so long alone in out-of-the-way 
places, where I have scarcely seen a white face 
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from one year's end to another, that I have 
become uncommunicative and gloomy. I can- 
not change my nature all of a sudden. I was 
a pleasant companion once, I believe, and may 
be so again: meanwhile, bear with an old 
fellow's weakness, and, with one restriction, 
ask me what you please. It is quite new to 
meet with any one who takes an interest in 
me, as you appear to do ; and it is a pleasure to 
gratify it." 

" There is one thing I should very much like 
to ask you," said Frankland, after a pause ; 
"but I am afraid it approaches forbidden 
ground." 

" Never mind, if it does not touch it." 
" I hope it will not ; if it does, say so, and I 
will not urge it." 
" Go on." 

" You tell me that you are going to England 
to do an act of justice ?" 
Brandron's brow grew dark. 
"Hear me out," Frankland continued 
quickly, checking the gesture intended to 
silence him. '' Hear me out first. In per- 
forming this, you will do one of two things — 
perhaps both. You will punish some one who 
has committed an injustice, or you will benefit 
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some one who has been wronged. Which is 
it ?" 

" Both." 

"Then/^ replied Frankland quickly, "you 
will not be, as you say, without a friend ; for 
you will win the gratitude and love of the 
person whose cause you uphold." 

" It is too late," said Brandron, sorrowfully ; 
" too late : years ago it might have been as you 
say, but now it is too late :" — and pressing the 
hand which had fallen in sympathy upon his 
own, he rose with a deep sigh and left the cabin. 

The young dragoon regained health and 
strength rapidly, and soon began to mix with 
his fellow-passengers, and to join in the pur- 
suits with which they beguiled the monotony 
of the voyage. In these, the stem companion 
of his hours of sickness could not take part, 
for certain mystic reasons, better known to the 
skilled in Anglo-Indian etiquette than to this 
ignoramus. It has been whispered to me that 
there are distinctions between the rank of this 
officer and that, and that the rules of prece- 
dence to be obeyed by Mrs. General A, and 
Mrs. Eesident B, are as subtle and irremovable 
as the laws of caste among the natives, which 
those enlightened persons join in deploring. I 
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am not going to enter into details upon this 
subject, or I shall have Lieutenant-Colonel 
Capsicum down upon me like a shot, " Why, 
blank the fellow!" that distinguished oJB&cer 
.would cry to his chums in the smoking-room 
of the Circumnavigators' Club, if the blunder- 
ing lines were printed in this book, " Blank 
his insolence ! Here is a fellow who pretends 
to write about Indian life and manners, and, 
blank him, he does not know the most ordi- 
nary usages of society !" He does not pretend 
to any such knowledge, my dear sir. He only 
deals with facts in these matters, and leaves his 
readers to account for them how they may. 
He only knows that Mr. Brandron was 
shunned by the ladies and gientlemen 
in the saloon— Stephen Frankland alone 
excepted ; and ventures to inquire of the gal- 
lant Lieutenant-Colonel, if he had been re- 
turning from India in company with an elderly 
person not very well dressed, but still having 
the demeanour and manners of a gentleman, 
who was openly known as one of the " un- 
covenanted," — whether he would cut in with 
him at whist, or introduce him to his wife ? 
The author does not pause for a reply, but goes 
straight on. 

n 2 
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Frankland perceived what was going on a 
little too late to take the sting out of it, 
Brandron had ceased those attentions towards 
him which had led Captain Stevenson to 
imagine that the grave old man was his ser- 
vant. This, however, he attributed to the fact 
that he was no longer in a condition to require 
them, and did not notice the altered manner of 
his friend ; but when the latter hinted, in his 
cold cynical way, that seeking his society would 
lower the young officer in the estimation of 
his new acquaintances, and requested him to 
let their intimacy die out, all Frankland's warm 
nature revolted against such a policy and its 
cause. 

" Confound their exclusiveness ! " he ex- 
claimed : " May I not choose my own 
friends ?" 

"It is not always wise to do so," said 
Brandron, drily. 

" You do not want to be friends with me 
any longer then ?" rejoined Frankland, hurt at 
his coolness. 

" I did not say so." 

"But you keep on hinting that we had 
better not be seen together. I will force my- 
self upon no man ; but I wonder you ever took 
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an interest in me, and acted as you did, if you 
intended to throw me off like this." 

Brandron smiled grimly. "Did you ever 
fish a fly out of your cream-pot ?" he asked. 

" What nonsense !" 
. " And help him to iTib his wings clean on 
the table-cloth ?" 

" What do you mean?" 

" And feel a sort of weakness towards him 
as though he belonged to you whilst he was 
weak and crippled, till he got all right again, 
and buzzed away to join the other flies upon 
the window ?" 

"Well," said Frankland, with a smile, "I 
might have done such a thing." 

" / actually have," Brandron replied ; " me- 
taphorically speaking, I have fished you out of 
the cream-pot ; I have watched you rub your 
wings clean ; I have had a sort of weakness 
towards you whilst you were weak and crip- 
pled; but now you have buzzed away and 
joined the other flies, and there's an end of it." 

Frankland looked him hard in the face — 
looked through the cynical grin, and saw that 
there was a covert smile of kindness on the 
other side gleaming out like the sun from be- 
hind a cloud. He merely said, very quietly, 
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" There is not an end of it — at least, so far as 
the fly is concerned." 

Brandron took a turn up and down the deck, 
and when he came back to where Stephen 
stood, he laid his hand npon his shoulder 
without saying a word, but Stephen knew, or 
thought he knew, what was meant. It was 
not till the next day that he said, apropos of 
nothing, "Frankland, I do believe that you 
are an honest man." What could he have 
been thinking about in the interim ? 

" I should be a w^orthless cur, sir, if I were 
not — ^to you." 

" As it is," said Brandron, smiling, " you are 
only a fly." 

" And still on the table-cloth?" 

" Well ; have it so if you like." 

And the subject was never returned to 
agiin. 

Nor was any allusion made to the topic 
which had broken oflf their first conversation 
in Frankland's cabin, when he had unwittingly 
touched the mainspring of his friend's melan- 
choly; but he gleaned from subsequent talk 
that the business that Brandron had in Eng- 
land would take him in the first instance to 
the neighbourhood of Westborough; and 
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putting this and that together, he was able to 
account for the start and change of manner 
which the mention of that place, whilst telling 
Charley Treheme's sad story, had caused in 
his auditor. This brought him to think that 
Brandron might take charge of the relics of 
the poor boy, and deliver them to his sorrow- 
ing parents ; and Brandron accepted the com- 
mission. 

" You see," Frankland said, " they'U have 
heard aU about it by the last mail, and will 
hardly be in a condition to see anybody just 
yet. Ton can just leave the things, or send them, 
that's alL I will go later, when they will be 
more prepared to hear what I can tell them. 
It is a sad loss — ^poor Charley ! But it would 
be a farce for a stranger like me to offer con- 
solation. Besides, my first duty is to my own 
family ; and every day that brings me nearer 
to my home, finds me more fidgety to get 
there/' And then he began to tell Brandron 
of the happy life of his boyhood, and to an- 
ticipate the pleasant days he should pass 
amongst the well-loved feces and unforgotten 
scenes ; but was checked in the midst of his 
enthusiasm by the cynical smile and almost 
savage retort which it produced from his 
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auditor. He turned away, vexed with the 
want of consideration he had displayed in 
parading his own domestic happiness before 
one who had not a friend or a home, and never 
renewed the subject — but Brandron did, some 
ten days afterwards. By this time they had 
crossed the desert, and were in sight of Malta. 

"You will go straight through France, I 
suppose ?" he inquired. 

*' Yes, and cross to Folkestone ; but, of 
course, I shall send my heavy luggage round 
by Southampton." 

" And this brother of yours, of whom you 
were speaking some time ago, of course he will 
be there to welcome you ?" 

" Of course not. He does not expect me — 
no one expects me. How should they ? Un- 
less, indeed," Frankland added, quickly, " you 
wrote from India. I could not do so, as you 
are well aware. Did you write P" 

" I did not," replied Brandron ; " for at this 
moment I do not know where your parents 
live." 

" I will show you," said Frankland, glee- 
fully, " before many days are over. I shall 
give you just one week to yourself; and then, 
if you do not come straight to Tremlett 
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Towers, I shall have you taken, and brought 
there in custody." 

A grim smile broke over Brandron's counte- 
nance, as he leant over the bulwarks and 
watched the foam that hissed and curdled in 
the steamer's wake, and was lost in the dis- 
tance on the calm and trackless sea ; but he 
made no reply, and Frankland having quite 
made up his own mind upon the point, con- 
sidered it as settled, and did not refer to it 
again. 

One thing, however, perplexed him a little. 
In the course of a conversation with Captain 
Stevenson, shortly after their first interview, 
he recounted his narrow escape from being 
devoured alive upon the Agra road, and when 
he mentioned Brandron's name, " Who's he ?" 
asked the captain. Stephen replied, that the 
person whom the captain had taken to be his 
servant was so called. Whereupon the captain 
flushed up, and declared that that certainly 
was not the name under which his passage 
had been taken ; and begging Stephen to ac- 
company him to his cabin, he called for the 
ship's books, and there it was plainly entered 
that the occupant of berth No. 36 had de- 
scribed himself as Eobert Meynell, merchant, 
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of Calcutta, and that there was no such person 
as John Everett Brandron, of the uncovenanted 
civil service, on board. But when Stephen 
remembered that his friend's visit to England 
was a secret one, he ceased to attribute any 
importance to this fact. 

Time passed on pleasantly enough, and our 
travellers were approaching their journey's end 
very nearly, when Brandron broke a long pause 
by saying, suddenly : 

" Shall I tell you what I am thinking of, 
Frankland ?" 

" Yes ; go on." 

" I'm thinking that it would be much more 
considerate if you were to go in person to 
Westborough and give old Mr. Treherne his 
son's sword. It may be that the news of the 
poor lad's death arrived by the last mail, and 
they will be anxious to know many things 
that you alone can tell them. Of course, I 
will fulfil my promise if you hold me to it ; but 
it certainly seems to me that you had better 
come yourself." 

*' Does it reaUy ?" 

"It does indeed. It will not delay you 
more than a day. Besides — and here comes the 
selfish part of it — as the time for carrying out 
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this business of mine approaches, I feel 
strangely nervous and apprehensive ; and 
though I cannot see how you could possibly 
help me, I should not be sorry to have a friend 
at hand. It is your own fault that I am so 
troublesome,*' he added, with a smile, "for you 
have taught me what weary work it is to be 
all alone. Will you come with me to West- 
borough, and then I will . go with you where 
you please ?" 

" How do we get there ?" 

" The nearest station is Poundbridge, which 
is on the direct line between Dover and 
London. We can start thence — ^you to Tre- 
heme's house, I to my appointment. A few 
hours will suffice to settle everything, if the 
man I expect is to his time. At any rate we 
can resume our journey the next day. Shall 
it be so ?" 

Stephen readily assented. Could he do less 
for a man who had saved his hfe twice over ? 
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CHAPTEE III. 

STRANGERS AT WESTBOROUGH. 

How dreadful a battle would be if those en- 
gaged in it could see the course of every ball, 
and tell precisely when to expect the cold steel 
amongst their vitals ! And what an unsatis- 
factory life we should lead in this world of 
ours, if we knew exactly what dangers and 
chances, what benefits and disasters would fol- 
low every step we take ! We can, indeed, 
avoid the flaring rockets, hissing shells, and 
other engines of destruction that advertise 
their advent in an unmistakeable manner upon 
either field of action, or to which we know that 
we must expose ourselves if we trespass in for- 
bidden localities. But I think, upon the 
whole, it is better to move straight forward in 
the path of duty, and take our chance amongst 
the hidden missiles. What is the use of 
dodging, when, perhaps, you dodge away from 
a shot that would not have hit you, right into 
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the line of another that will, when, by remain- 
ing erect, you might have avoided both ? The 
same thing may happen in the Battle of Life. 
There are rifle-pits full of expert marksmen in 
our streets ; there are masked batteries before 
our country houses. The lover's walk down 
yonder in the shrubbery is mined under our 
feet. We can see the hits when our friends 
fall, and the explosions when the air is full of 
wreck and ruin. Let us not trouble ourselves 
about the misses. Every bullet has its billet, 
and ignorance of which is the very one 
about to settle our account is bliss indeed. 
$haU I stay at home ? I may make the ac- 
qjiaintance of the girl who is to make delight- 
fijl the rest of my days, or I may miss the 
opportunity which is to make me the happiest 
of men ! Wliat shall I do ? It will be best, 
I, think, to take things as they come, and go 
about the ordinary business of the hour with- 
out considering its fortuities, or we shall soon 
become miserable cowards, unwilling to go 
about at all. So went Stephen Frankland. If 
he had known what would have been the con- 
sequences of his visit to Westborough, he 
certainly would have given that picturesque 
village the widest berth, and probably would 
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have been not much better off in the long-run 
for his escape. 

So Stephen went to Westborough, to hand 
over in person to the sorrowing father the 
relics of poor Charley Treheme ; and, to his 
surprise, found his usuaUy stem and composed 
companion becoming painfally nervous and 
apprehensive as he approached the spot. Twice 
only during the whole of their voyage from 
India had Brandron alluded to the serious 
business, the act of justice, as he had called it 
on board the steamer, to perform which he 
was paying his flying visit to England. 
Hitherto he had become very angry and silent 
when Stephen appeared even to be approaching 
the subject, but for the last few hours it was 
hardly ever off his tongue. 

" Have you ever had a presentiment of evil, 
Frankland ?'* he asked, as they were about to 
land at Folkestone. 

" No — ^yes — Well, sometimes ; but I don't 
know that it was ever fulfilled.'* 

" I have one at this moment, and it is, that 
^s sure as I put my foot on that land, I shall 
never leave it again." 

"Then I most heartily hope it may 
come true," was Stephen's reply. "Why 
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shonld you go out to be broiled to death 
again r 

" Frankland ! I am going to put myself in 
the hands of a man whom I cannot trust — a 
man who has mananged to silence me for 
twenty years, and who would not scruple to 
silence me for ever, if he could." 

" Tush ! my dear sir. Westborough is in 
the county of Kent — not in the Himalaya 
mountains," replied his friend, gaily. " There's 
law in the land of England, — and me: why 
not let me assist you in this matter ; you may 
depend upon my discretion, and I'll take good 
•care that you are not wronged." 

*^No, no," said Brandron, with a sigh that 
ended in a shudder ; " I must go through it 
by myself — ^I must go through it alone. I will 
do my duty, whatever may be the result. 
When the time comes I shall be prepared for it ; 
it is only the coming that unsettles me a little." 

It was early hours when the train reached 
Poundbridge, and our travellers found them- 
selves in the inn at Westborough by mid-day. 
Here Brandron engaged a pleasant, cool little 
room, overlooking the road, and Stephen 
Frankland inquired his way to Mr. Treherne's 
house. 
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" Well, sir/' said the landlord, " it's about 
two mile from here, out Fenbury way. I 
don't know if I'm intruding, sir ; but was you 
one of the family ?" 

Stephen replied that he was not. 

" Because," resumed his host, "I don't know 
as he'll see you. He ain't seen anybody, not 
even the squire, since he heard of poor Master 
Charley's death." 

"Then he does know?" said Trankland, 
quickly. 

" Oh, yes ! The news came — ^let me see 
now, the news came — just a fortnight ago; 
it came in a letter from them as works things 
in India. I don't know justly what to call 
'em; and it said as Master Charley was 
dead — nothing more. The poor old gentleman 
does take on above a bit ; for he thinks — and 
it's only likely, too — that them devils of 
Sepoys got the poor lad prisoner, and tortured 
him. Ah ! he was a nice lad, too, was Master 
Charley." 

This intelligence determined Frankland to 
go at once to the Eectory. He could, at least, 
give the stricken father the slight consolation 
that his gallant son had died a soldier s death. 
Imagining that the house would be near at 
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hand, he had dismissed the fly, and Avas rather 
posed for a conveyance ; for the idea of walking 
to his destination, be it far or near, is one 
which rarely occurs to a man who has spent 
much time in India. However, the landlord, 
who did a little farming, solved this difficulty 
by offering to lend his pony ; and* Captain 
Stephen rode out of the stable-yard of the 
Itising Sun astride upon an animal the sight of 
which would have spread consternation amongst 
the ranks of the crack regiment to which he 
belonged. But though his mount, to use an 
elegant expression, was a " rum 'un to look at," 
it was decidedly a " good 'un to go," and trotted 
along merrily till he brought his rider to where 
three cross-roads met. Now, he had been told 
to keep " straight on," and as each of these 
jToads diverged at a considerable angle, he 
pulled up, and was puzzled which to follow. 
At last he proceeded down that which seemed 
to lead in the right direction, and had not gone 
far, when he saw a woman walking on in 
front. " All right !" he said to himself; " here's 
some one who will show me the way," and he 
cantered up towards her. As he approached, 
she sat down upon the roadside, and began 
plucking the grass, platting it up in a meaning- 
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less manner. She was a full-grown woman, 
dressed in a common blue print, heavy boots, 
and battered straw bonnet, like one who 
labours in the fields ; but she had the face of 
a child. 

" Please tell me which is the way to 
KjBmdeub?'* asked Stephen. 

The woman looked up vaguely. 

"Perhaps you don't live about here?" he 
asked, thinking he might be inquiring of a 
stranger. 

The woman's cotmtenance instantly lit up 
with a gleam of intelligence. 

"I live at the third cottage opposite the 
well, a mile and a bit from Westborough." 

There was a strange accuracy in the address, 
and it was spoken quickly, as a child would 
repeat a lesson that she had been taught — 
galloping quickly over the beginning, that she 
might not have time to forget the end. 

"Then please show me the way to Kemden 
Rectory?" Frankland said. 

The look of intelligence faded away, and an 
expression of blank wonder, not unmixed with 
fear, took its place. 

"Can't you tell me where the clergyman 
lives ? Don't you know Mr. Treheme ?" 
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" Yes, yes !*' she replied quickly. " Kind 
Mr. Treheme! why has he not come?" 
and she started up, and seized Stephen hy his 
coat. 

" I do not know what you mean, my good 
woman," he answered, gently releasing him- 
self from her grasp ; " but if you know this 
gentleman, as you seem to do, surely you can 
tell me whereabout he lives ?" 

" It's no use your talking to her," said a 
gruff voice from behind. " Don't you see she's 
daft?" 

Stephen, startled at the interruption, turned 
round and saw that he was addressed by a 
travelling knife-grinder, who stood leaning on 
his machine on the opposite side of the road. 
He was not a nice-looking person. 

Small black eyes, set deep in his head under 
lowering brows — a nose which had been 
smashed flat in some brawl, and a jaw nearly 
as wide and as powerful as that of a buU-dog, 
are not prepossessing features. Moreover, 
when the new-comer lifted off his fiir cap to 
wipe his brow, it became apparent that the 
last person who had cut his hair had followed 
the style adopted in her Majesty's Gaols and 
Houses of Correction, rather than that which 
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Mr. Marsh, of PiecadillT, would leoommend. 
It was clear, too, that the operator's services had 
recently been in reqoisition. Bagged and 
rough, and brutal as he looked, he spoke Tery 
kindly, though, to the woman. 

Get thee whoam, Xancy gal," he said. 
It's none reet for them to let ye be wander- 
ing about this gait. Te'U be run over and 
hurted if ye dusn't mind. Come along a' me. 
I'll see thee whoam, lass ; come along a' me." 

" Is she quite imbecile ?" asked Frankland, 
now interested in the poor creature. 

" I don't know what ye mean be imbecile. 
She's not roight in her mind, and she' never 
wor. She's no bisness wi' you, nor you wi' 
her; and I'm a going to take her back to 
where she lives." 

" Is that far from here ?" 

"None so fur, but too fur for her to be 
abroad these times. There's tramps about 
harvesting, as 'ud murder her for her boots, 
poor thing !" 

"I was asking her the way to Kemden 
Eectory," said Stephen, '^ when you came up. 
Perhaps you can tell me ?'* 

" Ay, you mun folly us if you loike. We 
bo goin' that road, and when you see old 
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Trehemejust tell him, will you/' said the knife- 
grinder, fiercely, "that you met Jim Eiley, 
and say that I towd yer that the next time I 
wor sent to gaol it should be for summut, not 
for nought as last time — d'ye hear?" 

" I should try and get an honest living, and 
so keep out of gaol altogether, if I were you,'' 
said Frankland, kindly, as he rode along at a 
foot's pace with his guide. 

"Would yer!" the man retorted, with a 
scoff. "And suppose, while you was gettin' 
an honest living, a policeman should come to 
your master's shop and say — ' This 'ere fellow's 
bin convicted of felony ; turn him out !' and 
you tvas turned out accordin', and not having 
brass enough to pay for a night's lodgin', you 
went to sleep in a shed by the roadside, and 
was took up for a rogue and a vagabond, and 
sent to quod for fourteen days, and no one would 
trust you with work again ? What would you 
do then, if you was me, eh ?" 

" Is that your own case ?" 

" Ay, it is ; what do you think of it ?" 

"That it is a hard one. See, my man, 
here's five shillings for you. That will keep 
you out of trouble for a day or two. Where 
are you going now ?" 
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" iVe tramped from Maidstone to-day ; and 
when IVe seen some one about here as I wants 
to see/' said the knife-grinder in a mollified 
tone as he pocketed the proflfered money, " I'm 
off north, to Sheffield." 

"To Sheffield!" said Stephen. "Do you 
know Durmstone ?" 

"Ay." 

" Well, if you should be passing there and 
want work — but what are you ?" 

" A cutler by trade ; but I can put my hand 
to almost anything if IVe a mind." 

" Then, if you should go near Durmstone, 
call at Tremlett Towers and ask for Captain 
Frankland. I will see what can be done for 
you. Now, which turning am I to take ?" 

They had by this time come to the cross 
lanes where Stephen had missed his way. 

" Well ; ye'U go down there over the brook, 
and go forward till ye come to a plantation, 
when ye mun turn along it to the roight ; and 
as soon as ye get clear of the wood, ye'll see 
church steeple, and when ye see church steeple 
parson's house wont be far off. Good day, 
master, and thank ye ! Come along, Nancy 
lass ; gee us yer hand !" saying which he 
helped the imbecile over a stile into a path- 
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way that led across the fields to a row of 
cottages on the high road, Avhilst Stephen 
trotted on. 

Into the little garden in front of the third 
of these cottages Jim Eiley led his charge, and 
knocked at the door; but there was no re- 
sponse. Impatient at the delay, he knocked 
louder, and presently a woman came running 
out of the next house. 

" Lord bless us !" she exclaimed, " is that 
you, Jim! aud Nancy, too! I'm so glad. 
She ain't been in all the mornin', and we was 
amost afeerd she was lost." 

"Why don't the old 'un take better care 
on her, then?" said Eiley, gruffly. "She 
ought to be ashamed of hersel — she ought ; 
lettin' a poor daft thing like her run loose 
about the place." 

"Why, don't you know what has hap- 
pened?" asked the neighbour, in a tone of 
astonishment. 

"How should I? I only came out this 



mornin'." 



" The old 'un's dead." 
"Dead?" 

" Died the day before yesterday. Overseer s 
going to have her buried a Sunday, and they're 
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a coming to take Nancy there to the work'ns 
to-morrow." 

Eiley staggered, and almost fell, as he re- 
iterated the word " dead !" and it was some 
moments before he recovered his old reckless 
bearing. 

" I must go in. Who's got the key ?" he 
muttered, at last, in a husky voice. 

The neighbour replied that it had been left 
in her charge, and ran to get it. Riley snatched 
it roughly from her hand, and let himself into 
the darkened cottage. 

It was a humble place enough, consisting of 
a kitchen with a tiled floor, and a small sleep- 
ing-room above ; but everything about it was 
wonderfully neat and clean, and there were 
indications of a refined way of living, here and 
there, which you could not expect to find 
under so poor a roof. The little garden in the 
front, too, was laid out with much good taste, 
and flowers of a superior class flourished in the 
well-kept beds. 

Eiley was evidently no stranger in the little 
cottage. He strode through the kitchen, 
opened the door which concealed the narrow 
stair leading to the sleeping-room, and though 
it was quite dark, mounted it without pause or 
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stumble, and stood beside the bed. For a while 
he stood motionless, with ashen lips and 
loudly-befttiBg heart, gazing upon the form 
which the white sheet covered but could not 
conceal. Then he drew the covering aside and 
scanned the frigid features closely. 

" Dead," he repeated, " dead ! and with 
strangers and parsons about her to the last, 
111 be bound. Curse them ! If I had been 
free, she'd have told me all; she said she 
would before she died. Has she told aught to 
any one else ?" 

The sturdy tramp had passed most of his 
life upon the road. He had visited many 
strange places, and seen many strange things. 
There were very few people who could en- 
lighten Jim Eiley upon subjects connected 
with any one of his multifarious callings. 
What, then, could it be that he desired so 
much to hear from a lone woman who had not 
quitted that quiet Kentish hamlet for nearly 
twenty years ? What could she have known 
to interest him ? and why should he look so 
black and fierce when struck by the thought 
that her knowledge had been confided to another 
before Death laid his cold finger on her lips ? 
These are knots in my Tangled Skein which 
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WO must not now attempt to loosen. Th6 
tramp remained lost in thought by the bedside, 
till poor Nancy, terrified at being left all alone 
in the gathering darkness, plucked him by the 
skirt, and told him, in her vague disjointed 
way, that it was no use, mother would not 
wake — she had tried, had shaken her hard, 
but she would not stir. They must get supper 
without her. 

I.^lu^y were about to do so, when the neigh- 
bour already mentioned came in, and told them 
that it was no use hunting about, all the victuals 
had been used up the day before ; but if Nancy 
would come in to her place, the girl was welcome 
to what she and her old man had got. She 
also proposed that Nancy should sleep with 
their children. " One more," said the kind- 
hcartc^l woman, " wont make no such great 
didorence, and it 'ud scare the poor thing worse 
than she is to be left alone up there,'* pointing 
to the room which Riley had just left. " You, 
Jim," she added, " can make yourself comfort- 
able liere in the arm-chair, and we'll send you 
a bit of victuals and a drop o' cider presently." 
Jim lliley was evidently better known than 
trusted in that locality. 

lie made no objection whatever to spend the 
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niglit where he was, and when he had discussed 
the supper provided by the next-door neigh- 
bour, he lit his pipe, and smoked away very 
contentedly in the dark, till all was quiet and 
the neighbours on either side had retired to 
rest. Then he rose ; and from a drawer in his 
knife-grinding machine, which he had drawn 
in after him when Nancy went out, he took a 
lantern, and having lighted it, proceeded to 
search every nook of the cottage. He made a 
clean sweep of every shelf, carefully examining 
each crock and tin before he put it up again ; 
and when he came to any box or cupboard that 
was locked, he had recourse again to his ma- 
chine, which seemed to have the faculty of pro- 
ducing skeleton keys, jemmies, screwdrivers, 
files, and other instruments for opening places 
of security, at will. 

He found very little of any interest or value 
until he had opened one of those very palpable 
depositories called " secret drawers," in the de- 
ceased woman's workbox. There he found a 
letter, some silver money, a broken brooch, a 
locket containing the miniature of a young and 
beautiful girl, a curious old needle-book with 
covers made of gold filagree- work, in the centre 
of which were what seemed to be initials and a 
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crest, but the little shield upon which they 
were engraved was so worn that more intelligent 
eyes than lliley possessed could not have de- 
ciphered them. The tramp eagerly seized these 
last-named articles before he saw the letter, but 
having perceived it, instantly laid them down 
and opened it. It contained a five-pound Bank 
of England note, but no other inclosure ; was 
directed to the owner of the workbox, and the 
post-mark showed that it had come from 
London, and that she had received it two weeks 
before her death. Riley knotted up in his 
handkerchief the brooch, the locket, and the 
needle-book, left the bank-note and the money 
in the drawer, and having carefully wrapped 
the envelope in some leaves which he tore from 
an old Bible, proceeded with his search. He 
oven went so far as to examine the tiles which 
composed the floor, to see if any one of them 
had boon reoendy removed — ^and daylight 
found him still searchiuii:. 

lu the meantime, Frankland had found his 
way to Uie Rectory, and as he expected, was 
denied to the Rector. The vounsr ladies were 
at lK>me, the servants told him. and Mr. 
Cttthbert: but "^Master could not see anv 
visitoi^ ' Further inquiry pri>ved that Mr. 
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Cathbert was the clergyman's nephew, and to 
him Stephen sent in his card. Time to deliver 
it had barely passed when a door was thrown 
open, and a young man dressed in deep mourn- 
ing bounced into the hall, and exclaimed : 

"What! Steeve!" 

Upon which Frankland started, grasped 
his extended hand, and cried in the same 
tone — 

" What ! Cuddy ! Who on earth would have 
thought of seeing you here ?" 

" Why, don't you know that Mr. Treheme 
is my uncle ? But what in the name of wonder 
brings yoii this way ? I thought you were in 

— ^in Ah, I see, poor Charley ! Oh, Steeve ! 

is it true ?" he asked, eagerly. 

" I am sorry to say it is — quite true." 

" We had no hope ; but I thought I saw 
something in your face that roused one for a 
moment." 

" It was pleasure at meeting an old chum so 
unexpectedly — nothing more. I can relieve 
some of your fears respecting the manner of his 
death, that is all." 

" And you have come all this way to tell us ! 
Dear old man ! But it is just like you. Don't 
let us stand here, though. Come in^ and I will 
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introduce you to my cousins, and they will 
break your arrival to my uncle/* 

Stephen's name had gone before him to the 
drawing-room. It was a well-known name 
there, for the lost brother's letters had been full 
of it. And in their happier hours pretty 
Gertrude and Maud Treheme had often tried 
to picture to each other what this stem, honest, 
tender, and hearty Captain whose praises 
Charley had never tired of singing, could be 
like. In playful mood they had drawn fancy 
portraits of their brother's idol, in which Maud 
pictured him with superhuman beauty, and 
represented him in the act of performing pro- 
digies of valour ; whilst merry Gertrude de- 
lighted to jDut him into all sorts of ridiculous 
positions. There is a sheet of drawing-paper 
extant, upon which various passages in the life 
of Captain Frankland are spiritedly depicted. 
The best of these, perhaps, are the sketches 
entitled "Captain Frankland feels it hot," 
" Captain Frankland finds it difficult to put on 
his boots," as well he might, for they are brim- 
ful of snakes — and " Pig-sticking in India," in 
which a fine boar, mounted upon a showy Ai*ab, 
is depicted in the act of thrusting his spear 
into the person of an officer in the uniform of 
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the Bengal Cavalry, who bears a strong like- 
ness to the hero of the other scenes. Ah ! they 
.were pleasant days — those days never to dawn 
again upon the peacefiil Eectory, when the 
absent one's letters arrived full of the wonders 
of the strange land in which his lot was cast, 
to be thus travestied in all love by the sprightly 
and winsome Gerty. Her younger sister used 
to protest vehemently against such disparage- 
ment of her hero, which interference caused 
Getby to declare that the barefaced manner in 
which that young woman — meaning dear little 
timid Maud — was setting her cap at the Captain 
was a disgrace to the family. It will be a long 
time before the merry laughter which used to 
accompany these sallies, and the repartees 
thereto, will be heard again ; and it was with 
a wild throb at their hearts that the sisters 
sprang forward to meet the object of their 
former merriment. "Had he good news?" 
Grave Stephen Frankland was at his gravest 
now, and one glance at his face told the 
jquick-witted girls to banish the hope which, 
OEis with their cousin, had flashed across their 
minds at the first mention • of the well-known 
OEiame* 

Cuthbert Lindsay began the common form 
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of introduction ; but there ,was no need for that. 
The frank girls held out their hands to their 
dead brother's friend before it was well begun, 
and no one thought of ceremony at such a 
meeting. 

I should like to pass over all that took 
place when the bereaved father came down to 
hear the sad story, and the relics of his brave 
lad had to be produced and wept over in the 
darkened room, and go on to the evening, 
when the smart had somewhat died out of the 
re-opened wounds, and all concerned felt more 
resigned to their loss. Frankland would have 
ridden back to Poundbridge, and remained 
there till it was time for him to rejoin Brandron, 
according to arrangement ; but this was not 
to be heard of. A bed was prepared for. him 
at the Eectory, and his rejection at first of the 
profiered hospitality seemed to give so much 
disappointment, that he withdrew it and re- 
mained. 

He had quite mistaken the course best to be 
adopted in such cases. He imagined that, the 
bare facts in his possession once told, he ought 
carefully to avoid all topics which could remind 
the mourners of their loss ; but he found that 
they loved to dwell upon the memory of the 
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dead, reminding each other of well-known tales 
of " dear Charley" as child, and boy, and man, 
and constantly appealing to their gaest if their 
darling had spoken thus, in India, or had for- 
gotten So-and-so, amongst his soldier friends. 
"When Stephen saw, thus, how their inclina- 
tions tended, they had no reason to complain 
of him as uncommunicative. He recalled every 
act which reflected credit upon his friend, and 
faithfiilly recounted it amidst smiles and tears. 
till the hours wore away, and the girls re- 
luctantly rose to retire for the night. Then, 
in answer to some question put by Cuthbert 
Lindsay, Tremlett Towers was mentioned, and 
at the sound of those words Gertrude Treheme 
paused, and, with a little puzzled look in her 
pretty face, askied — 

"And what do you know of Tremlett 
Towers ?" 

" Simply, that I was bom there," was 
Frankland's smiling reply. 

" You don't say so ! How came that ?" 

" Because the estate belongs to my fa 

to my family." 

How very odd. Then Sir George Trem- 
lett— 






Is my father.^ 
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" And Mr. Prancis Tremlett ?" the inqiiinr 
continued, casting a qneer look at her sister. 

" Is my half-brother." 

"Then you will know Mr. Coleman, of 
Euxton Court ?" 

" ExceUently well." 

" And Grace ?" interpolated Maud, quickly. 

"No," Frankland replied; "I can't say 
that I remember any one of that name down 
there. The names of Mr. Coleman's daughters, 
if I recollect right, are — Laura, Emily, Lavinia, 
Constance, and Fanny." 

" We do not mean any of the Misses Cokk 
man," said Maud, in a disparaging tone ; « we 
mean the dearest, the cleverest, the prettiest, 
and " 

"No, she's not pretty l^ interrupted Ger- 
trude ; " she's beautiful." 

" Well, then, the most beautiful." 

" And the best." 

" Oh yes, and " 

"^»(/the queerest girl in the wide world," 
continued the elder sister, by way of finish. 

" Indeed," rejoined the Captain ; "and the 
name of this wonder ?" 

" Is Grace Lee. She was a parlour-boarder 
at the school we used to be at. She's much 



jcMea^ than we are— that ib, she'll be fout-and- 
twenty on the nineteenth of next February/' 
replied Oertnide; ''and for the last two years 
^e has lived ai Bnxton Conrt." 

''A relation of the Colemans, perhaps ?" 

*' Well, I don't think so," Gertrude replied, 
''^e is without Mher or tnother, poor darling ! 
and I think her relations have not used her as 
well as they ought* She was here staying with 
4ifi all last fiummer, and how we managed to 
get on without her when she left I really do 
not know. Everybody loved her. Even papa's 
^^hsadful old cla^ But, oh ! Captain Erank- 
laiid, you can have no idea how queer she is." 

"" May I ask in what her ' queemess ' con>- 
siste ?" asked the Captain, with one of his 
grave 8nuks. 

*^ Well ; I can't exactly teU you, if you put 
it in that way. She likes what no one else 
cares about, and she pretends not to care about 
what everybody likes. Now, when you see 
her, and say that you have been here, I dare 
aay shell try and make you think that we are 
qmte ordinary acquaintances." 

" Thus pretending not to care about what 
everybody likes?" observed tiiie Captain, gal- 
lantlj. 

f2 
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" No, no — you must not catcli me up so : 
you know I did not mean that. Dear Grace 1 
1 wish she were with us now." And the happy 
recollections associated with the name of het 
friend, which for the moment had made her 
.forget her sorrow, died away, and repeating 
their " good night !" the sisters left the room. 
Prayers had been read, and Mr. Treheme and 
the servants had retired some time before. 

Then the young men adjourned to the 
deserted kitchen, to smoke, and Frankland 
produced some exceedingly muscular cheroots, 
-which Lindsay essayed with a solemnity 
worthy the occasion. Cuthbert Lindsay and 
the Captain had been schoolfellows at Eugby, 
and the system there pursued made them 
honest, manly fellows, whom everybody liked 
-—Stephen after some knowing, and Cuddy 
before they knew him at all. It was impos- 
sible to be in the fellow's company for ten 
minutes without taking a fancy to him. A 
bright-eyed, wiry, spruce, little fellow, with a 
warm heart and a clear head — he was in the 
good books of everybody who had good books 
for him to be in. There are some people, as 
you may be aware, who do not provide them- 
selves with stationery of this* description. A 
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sparkling, merry little fellow was Cuddy, who 
spoke the Qneen's English plainly upon occa- 
sion, and would stick up to friend or foe with- 
out casting up the cost of word or blow. For 
his soul and his body were not in proportion^ 
and being a small man, he was dangerously 
pugnacious at times. Of course, we do not see 
him to advantage, now as a jolly companion ; 
for although until the news of Charley's death 
he had seen but little of his uncle and cousins, 
he was not the man to be in the house with 
them for a fortnight without feeling deeply 
for their misfortune. He had been sent there 
to try and bear them up in their trouble, and 
he played his part well. 

He had not met his old chum for so many 
years, that it took some time to bring their 
comparison of notes up to that present speak- 
ing ; and then, in reply to Stephen's inquiries 
as to what he was doing and how the world 
was treating him, he replied that he was a 
barrister — ^that is to say, he had chambers in 
the Temple which were very complete, and 
went the Southern circuit, which was very 
jolly, but that as yet his briefs were confined to 
a peculiar order, which he designated as 
* soup ;" but Stephen, knowing that he had 
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a little patrimony of his own which wonld 
keep up the complete chambers in Sycamore 
Conrt and proTide for the jollities of the 
Southern circuit, did not condole with him 
thereat. 

With so much to talk about, it was late 
hours, and more than three or four of the 
muscular cheroots had melted away into blue 
smoke, before they separated for the night. 

At breakfast the next morning, Stephen re- 
membered his rencontre with Jim Eiley, and 
the message of that worthy to the Beetor, 
which he deUvered, with a view of eUciting 
something of his history. 

" Ah," said Mr. Treheme, " he's a bad one — 
a very bad one, I am sorry to say." 

" There is no truth, then, in his story that 
he has been unjustly condemned ?" 

" I am afraid, none ; a burglary was com- 
mitted in a farmhouse near here, and two days 
afterwards he was found at Seven Elms in 
possession of part of the stolen property. It 
was found hidden in his knife-grinding ma- 
chine, and the only account that he could give 
of it was, that some one must have put it 
tiiere." 

"A lame excuse, indeed." 
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; "And a very common one," observed Lind- 
say., "The geneijosity of thieves is mi- 
bofonded*. Go to the next county seasdons, and 
yaa will find that more than sixty per cent, of 
the prisoners will say that they have been 
presented with the articles which incriminate 
them by some ntter stranger (of course the 
real thief) — ^no doubt as a token of his admira- 
tion and esteem — or else that they have picked 
theim. up in some open and frequented 
^ihorough&re. It may be my misfortune," 
Guddy continued, " or it may be my fault, but 
I must confess that I never was presented with 
a leg of mutton and a brass candlestick by an 
admiring costermonger in Eleet Street, neither 
have I ever found somebody else's gold watch 
secreted in my wig -box. Jim Eiley is evi- 
dently more lucky." 

. " There isan be no doubt that he was one of 
the gang," said the Eector ; "but as it could 
not be shown that he was near the place on 
the night of the burglary, he was convicted 
only as a guilty receiver of the stolen pro- 
perty. I was in hopes that his long impri- 
sonment would have had a better effiset upon 
his mind. BJe seems, however, to be incor* 
rigible." 
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" And I'm sure, papa, you have done all in 
your power to keep him honest," said Maud. 

" I took an interest in him," the Bector ob- 
served, "for his mother's sake. She, poor 
woman, was a very respectable person, and 
lived for many years in one of those cottages 
that you might have seen to the right, before 
you came to the three cross roads." 

" And where has she gone now ?" 

"To her last account! She died last 
Wednesday ; and I was much grieved to find, 
when it was too late, that she had sent an 
urgent message asking me to come to her and 
receive a communication she wished to make. 
Some unexplained carelessness in her mes- 
senger or my servants prevented my being 
made aware of this until I had heard of her 
death." 

" Do you know, papa," observed Gertrude, 
as she handed him his tea, " I cannot help 
thinking that she wanted to speak to yon 
about that Nancy — ^the poor imbecile you 
spoke to. Captain Frankland, when you lost 
your way." 

" She certainly has been most unfortunut^: 
with her children," Frankland observed. 

" Most unfortunate," replied the Eector. " I 
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do not know what is to be done with the girl, 
nnless she goes to the County Asylum. It 
sounds hard to send her there, but perhaps it 
would be the best thing, after all." 

" Has not Mrs. Eiley left any money, then, 
papa?'' asked Maud. 

The Eector shook his head. " She was a 
very careful woman ; but it is impossible with 
her earnings that she could have put away 
anything considerable ; the wonder is how she 
lived as she did on her little stipend ; however, 
we shall see. The neighbours very properly 
locked up all her drawers and sent me the keys 
to take care of, and I shall go over either 
to-day or to-morrow and see how matters 
stand/* 

"Pardon me for suggesting," said Frank- 
land, "that as this fellow Eiley is such a 
scoundrel, he might possibly be tempted to 
make off with any little provision left for his 
sister, and that it would be as well, as he is on 
the spot, for some one to take possession of the 
place at once." 

" Why, he's entitled by law to half of her 
jnx)perty," said Lindsay, "if the old woman 
has not left a will leaving it to some one 
else." 
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" Well, that's no reason why he i^ald take 
it all, Cousin Cuthberfc, is it ?" asked Gertrude. 
** I am sure," she added> " that Captain. Frank* 
land is quite right, and that some one ought tcr 
go over directly and turn that bad fellow out, 
and give all the money and things they can 
find to whoever will promise to take care* of 
Nancy for the rest of her life." 

" Tes, and get made into an executor de son 
iortj* said Cuthbert, glad of an opportunity of 
displaying the profundity of his legal acquire- 
ments to his pretty cousin. 

" And who's an executor de son tort in the 
name of wonder ?" asked the younger, opening 
wide her great blue eyes. 

"Never you mind, Maud; something very 
dreadfiol, I can tell you — ^between a mad bull 
and the measles — wliich gets into the house, 
spoils the dinner, raises the price of hops, 
upsets the oil bottle on your new dress, and 
makes you double up your perambulators and 
bruise your oats. They brought a bill before 
Parliament to transport it for life, and make a 
present of it to the Emperor of Austria in a 
gold box; but Lord Derby wants to have a 
lark with it at Knowsley, and so the Tories 
are going to move that the bill be read a 
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secoiid tome* — after goose — on Michaelmas- 
day." 

'* When you're quite done talking nonsense, 
Cuthbert, perhapa yon'U hand me the bread," 
said the Eector. " Thank yon. X certainly 
agree with Captain Erankland, that immediate 
steps should be taken to protect this poor girl^ 
and should be much obliged to you, Cuthbert, 
if you would go over as soon as possible." 

" To beard the knifcrgrinder in his den — 
the Eiley in his hall ? Certainly, if you desire 
it." 

" And pray let them make you that thing 
with the hard name, if it involves transporta- 
tion," said Gertrude ; " for you re getting very 
troublesome — ^isn't he, Maud ?" 

" Oh, Grerty, how can you 1 — ^when only last 
night you said- " 

But Gerty flew at her sister and gagged her 
fiesrcely with a piece of worsted-work. So the 
sentence was not ended, and the speaker all 
but smothered for commenqpg it. 

" What time are you to call for your friend 
at Westborough, Steeve?" asked Cuthbert, 
when order was restored. 

" Oh, about four, so as to be in time to 
eatch the express, if he has done his business." 
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" Aiid if he has not, shall you go on without 
himr 

" That depends 1 I certainly am in rather- a 

hurry to get home, and But I shall see 

when I get to the inn." 

" Very well, then. Now listen to the orders 
of the day, a breach of which will subject the 
offender to all the pains and penalties of 
prcBmunire^ which are so awful that nobody 
knows what they are. I go now instanter to 
do battle with the knife-grinder. Captain 
Frankland is to be permitted to smoke one 
cheroot in the garden without molestation. 
Then he is to be taken into custody by 
Sergeant Gertrude and Constable Maud, and 
sent to hard labour in the church, the schools, 
the conservatory, to view the pigsties, and 
other objects of local interest. When suffi- 
ciently punished, he is to be brought in to 
luncheon, and orders given for his high mettled 
racer to be at the door at three o'clock, at 
which hour he mi^pt be liberated, and told to 
make his way to Eiley's cottage. There he 
will find me installed as man in possession, and 
I will go on to Westborough with him. If he 
goes to London — he goes, and there's an end 
of him ; if he stays, I'U bring him back here 



^ 
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to Kemden, and we'll make a friend of him ; 
which you will perceive to be poetry. Are 
the arrangements thus elegantly enunciated 
agreeable to the. persons interested? If so, 
you are requested to stand in a semicircle, to 
raise your right hands towards the chandelier, 
and say, * we are,' in chorus." 

The stage direction was not obeyed, but 
the proposed plans were acquiesced in not- 
withstanding. 

Before he left, Cuthbert drew Frankland on 
One side, and said, " You can't think, Steeve, 
what a lot of good you've done the dear old 
governor. He's quite resigned, and compa* 
ratively happy, now that he knows what a 
good little fellow Charley was, and how well 
'he did his duty. It's been an awful bore for 
you, of course ; but we sha'n't forget your 
•Mndness in a hurry-any of us-I caii teU 
yon." 

Frankland found the time pass very quickly, 
and parted with the good Eector and his 
daughters with mutual regret. 

" There goes a fine fellow," said Mr.Treheme, 

'"^ he rode away. " Ah me ! my lad would 

have been such another — ^brave, and tender, 

and true. The home that owns him may well 
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be a happy and a proud one, as mine xiiigkt 
have been. Nevertheless, not xny wiU, but 
Thins be done ;'' and he bowed his head ScndL 
went his way without a tear. 

Cuthbert Lindsay was waiting at the ctosb^ 
roads when his Mend rode up. ** Tye secured 
the Lares and Penates oi the deceased Biley,** 
he said, " including the cat ; and, by Jove ! 
weVe all been too hard upon the iUustrious 
Jim. He was in the cottage all night, bdt 
has not touched anything that was not his 
own. I found all the drawers and places, and 
cupboards, locked up, just as the neighbouis 
had left them." 

*^ Then he is not so thorough a rascal, after 

aur 

" No ; and tiie most extraordinary part of 
it is, that although he has left the moveables, 
he has removed the incumbrances^^ 

" What db you mean?" 

^ Simply this — that he has taken his mad 
sister away with him no one knows where. 
He knocked at the door where she slept, called 
her out — ^they tell me she is always the first 
up — and they have gone as the dewdrop id 
blown from the bough.'' 

'' Pearhi^ they have only left fnr the day T^ 
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"Perliaps; but it is not usual for people 
who go out only for the day to pack up and 
take aewAj every rag that belongs to them, 
bundled up in a blue and a yellow striped 
handkar chief " 

'* Xou have traced them, then ?" 

"-As far as the turnpike — no further. In 
reply iio the keeper s questions, Jim said that 
he was taking the girl to Sheffield — ^where they 
lived before they came here — ^to her grand- 
mother. I believe there is such a place as 
Sheffield, but the descriptions given me of Jim 
Siley fill me with the strongest doubts that he 
ever could have had a grandmother." 

"Then you ought to give information to 
the police, and have them followed and brought 
back." 

" "What for ? To be obliged to let them go 
again? Not I. This feHow is the girl's 
nearest relation, and he has a legal right to 
her custody, of which we cannat deprive him, 
unless we can prove that he treats her badly ; 
but the evidence of the neighbours is all the 
other way. No, Steeve ; they have gone from 
your gaze like a beautiful dream, and you can 
mourn them in vain over valley and stream ; 
only, if you want to catch the express, look 
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sharp, and get on to Westborough before fouif 
o'clock." 

So on they went briskly, and soon arrived 
at the inn. The landlord was at the door 
leaning against the lentil, and gazing at nothing 
in particular with a contemplative frown, after 
the manner of landlords. Of him Frankland 
instantly inquired if any person had called to 
see Mr. Brandron ; and learned no one — ^least- 
wise, to the landlord's knowledge — ^had been 
near the place since he (the inquirer) left, " ex- 
cepting, in course, Mr. Jawlings and the other 
gentlemen who used the bar-parlour regular of 
a night. Mr. Brandron had got np early, and 
had been a- writing all the day ; they wonld 
find him in his room." There Frankland 
sought him, bidding Cuddy to wait a moment 
or two till he could tell him what their move- 
ments would be, and knocked at the door. 

There was no reply. 

He knocked louder; still no answer came, 
and Stephen essayed to open the door. It was 
locked. A cold tremor, which he could not 
suppress, ran through him from head to foot, 
as the forebodings of evil, expressed by his old 
friend, flashed through his mind. "Grood 
God !" he exclaimed, " can anything have hap-- 
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pened to lum ?" and with, one mighty rush he 
brought his now sturdy shoulders against the 
panels^ and crash went the door into the 
middle of the apartment. 
. No one was there ! 

Lindsay and the landlord, alarmed at the 
noise, came rushing in, and Stephen had to 
aocount as well as he could for his apparently 
unreasonable violence. " But where was Mr. 
Brandron?" The landlord could only say 
that about ten o'clock, as he passed the win- 
dow to cut some vegetable marrows for the 
market, he'd " seed him with his eyes" — ^with. 
what other organs he could have made the ob- 
servation he did not mention — " I seed him/' 
he said, " with my eyes a sittin' at that there 
table, a writin' and a foldin', and a messin* 
about with tbem there bits of papers" — -indi- 
cating some old letters that the wind had scat- 
tered about the floor. Stephen called for wax 
and a taper, and instantly sealed them up in a 
packet, so that their contents could not be 
pried into. But what had become of their 
owner ? His habits, were precise and metho- 
dical ; and he was clearly not the sort of man 
to leave his desk open and his papers lying 
about in a room witb an open window, even 

VOL. I. G 
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though he had locked the door and put the 
key in his pocket. The landlord was utterly 
unable to account for Fraokland's anxiety, and 
Lindsay could not exactly make out what he 
feared. Brandron, he said, would be sure to 
come back directly, as it would soon be tune 
to start for the station. They had better ait 
down and wait patiently. Frankland dkL so»— 
for seyen minutes; then he rose and strode 
out of the house to make inquiries in the 
village. 

The village was dozing in the bright sun- 
shine, with not even one ^e open. It was so 
at the best of times, when it was on the main 
road to the fashionable watering-place which 
lay two or three miles fiirther on, and was 
perched upon the top of a long, long chalky 
hiU, toiling up the which made horse and man 
thirsty, and not disinclined to stop and take a 
long breath and something short when they 
leached its shade. It was not a lively place. 
I do not mean to say that any one has levelled 
tiie hill, or taken up the church, and the inn^ 
and the two beer-houses, and the butcher's 
shop, and the baker's (where the post-offioe 
was), and the row of thatched cottages with 
ibe old*&shiQaied diamond paim in the ^mi* 
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dows, behind which, four pennyworth of sugar- 
sticks were exhibited for sale in three pickle - 
bottles, with ar. ball of string and sl farthing 
baiztledore — and the lawyer's house (what co?ild 
they want with, a lawyer?), and the seven 
gentlemen s villas, and the green, the oak tree, 
ti» st&eks^ and the pump — and carried them 
awa^ bo^ly from off that main road, and the 
top- of that winding hill, and deposited them 
»miewha». eke. There they were ! But a 
railroad had come and skirted the hill, and 
iDored a tunnel through its weakest point, and 
got on the other side of it, and dashed into the 
fa^FOorite watering-place round a sharp comer, 
in a manner that seemed to say — " HiUoa ! 
you're there, are you?" and thus seemed to 
Imwe scai^ the little village that it circum- 
y^sBited into a state of despondency which could 
not be thrown off. It was still on the high 
road and the top of the hill ; but what is the 
use of being on a high road that is superseded, 
and on. the top of a high, hill which nobody 
wants to dimb ? So the little village dozed 
in the sunshine when it shone, got sulky when 
the leainpe& fell and the murky autumn came, 
and sank into a state of torpor when the winter 
setuisk It had. taken no notice of the arrival 

G 2 
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of the Captain and his friend^ and did not 
trouble itself about the departure of either. It 
had no tidings to give of Mr. Brandron. 

At last Frankland came to the little Grr^en 
just as some boys were liberated from the vil- 
laofe school, and from one of the most intdli« 
gent of these he got a clue. He learned that 
a tall gentleman in black had gone by in 
the forenoon with another gentleman, whilst 
they were playing under the shade of the 
big oak, 

" Did they know who the other gentleman 
was?" "No, they did not. He was a 
stranger thereabouts, for he had given young. 
Jack Todd sixpence to show him the way to 
the Eisino: Sun." i 

" Did he go in there ?" " No, the gentle?- 
man who was there saw him through the 
window as he was coming, and went out to 
meet him, and then they walked away quickly 
together down there." 

" Down there" was the road to the church. 

" What sort of a gentleman was the other 
gentleman ?" 

" Oh ! he was a very kind gentleman — ^had 

r 

talked to them about their game ; asked why 
little William Thompson had had his leg cut 
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off, and gave him sixpence too. He was quite 
a nice gentleman." 

Stephen Frankland went back to the Eising 
Sun much relieved by this information. It 
was no use trying to catch the Express now ; 
besides, he could not leave until he had seen 
Brandron, and learned from his own lips 
that his presentiments were unfounded. He 
determined, therefore, not to go back 
to Kemden, and told Cuddy the reason 
why. 

" Well, old man," he said, '• you know best. 
The governor and the girls will be disap- 
pointed, that's all ; and I don't think you'll 
be quite as comfortable here as at the Eectory. 
But. if you will take to dry-nursing elderly 
Indians with wandering propensities, you 
must accept all the inconveniences of the 
situation. Give my love to the baby when 
he comes in, and get him to give you a 
character as being steady, honest, and obliging. 
Good-bye." 

Again Stephen Frankland sat down and 
tried to " wait patiently." He lit a cheroot, 
called for something to drink, and drank it. 
He . lit . another cheroot when the first was 
dbne, called for something to read, and read it. 
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It was a Maidstone journal^ a week old ; but 
that did not matter to one only a day Tetrimed 
to England after eight years' abs^aice. To say 
he read it — ^for his eyes followed ttie priirted 
words column after column, — ^but if yon hard 
snatched the paper from his hand and asked 
him what he was reading about, he could not 
have told you. He was in the "fi^ets^ anad a 
man who has the fidgets cannot give np Ids 
mind to anything — ^not even to fidgeting. He 
took just trouble to argue himself into tlie 
beUef that there was no cause for fidgetiness. 
Brandron he thought had taken it for granted 
that he was stopping at the Eectory. Had 
not he (Brandron) prophesied that they would 
be so glad of his visit — ^have so nmdi to ask 
him ; and had not his words proved tn;^i^ 
He had met the person he expected, and they 
had walked on together — ^most ^pBobablyto ihe 
fashionable watering-place — ^where they would 
dine, transact their busineafi, and Bcandron 
would be back at — well, if he came in a fly, 
about half-past ei^ht, or nine. It was quite 
ridiculous fosr him to anticipa.te ssiy jpermmsl 
injury from «o kind a persosL wm tthe stnmger 
had been represented to be ; and as &r jnoney 
matters, or anything of Hmt kiibd, ithe ^gM 
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Indiaa was shrewd enough to take care of 
himself. EEaving thus shown that he had no 
oause for fidgeting, he was driven by tiie 
fidgets out of the house, and vainly attempted 
to walk them off. 

It was now half-past five o'clock. The sun 
had lost its fiery strength, and the afternoon 
was a very pleasant one — just the sort of 
afternoon upon which a walk through a pic- 
turesque part of the country would be a very 
agreeable relaxation to anybody who had not 
the fidgets. As it was, Stephen did not find it 
to his tast-e, and had not proceeded more than 
:a nule, when he turned back. Perhaps, after 
^all, Brandron would not stay away to dinner, 
.and had returned! The thought made him 
quicken his pace; and coming to a path by 
which he thought he could cut off a long bend 
in the road, he diverged into the fields ; and 
having taken the wrong turning and wandered 
about vaguely, after the manner of people who 
try to make short cuts on an unknown coun- 
try, came at last suddenly upon Eiley's cot- 
tage. "iVb«7," he said to himself, "it's all 
right, I know my way,'* and he sprang over 
the stile, and began to walk briskly up the 
.lane, homewards. This lane curled about a 
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good deal, and at one of the twists he caughi 
sight of some one walking in front of Mm. 
He quickened his steps, and perceived that it 
was a man — a well dressed man; bnt, h^ 
found, too short for Brandron — ^perhaps the 
person who had been with him ? 

Now, when you are walking in an unfre- 
quented country lane, and each turning that 
you come to brings you in sight of an indivi- 
dual who is proceeding in the same direction 
as yourself, till the next shuts him from your 
view, to be again discovered plodding onward 
when you turn again, it is excusable for you to 
be seized with a curiosity to see what that in- 
dividual is like ; at least I hope so : for I have 
often, under such circumstances, pat on a spirt 
to get a front view of one so journeying. It 
is so provoking to watch a person's back going 
on before you mile after mile ! Stephen had a 
better motive than mere inquisitiveness, so he 
hurried on ; and when the sound of his ap- 
proaching footsteps came within ear-shot of 
the man in front, he, too, quickened his pace. 
He evidently did not wish to be overtaken, 
though he never looked back to see who fol- 
lowed, and the walk bade fair to end in a race 
if he had not stumbled and fallen over some 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 89 

loose stones that in his hurry he did not ob- 
serve on the path. His pursuer was then 
close at hand. The man rose and turned upon 
him angrily, as he came up, — and Stephen and 
his father stood face to face ! 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

SHOWS HOW A NEAR RELATIVE OP OUR HERO 
"WENT TO THE BAD," AND WHAT BEPEL 
HIM THERE. 

From the first pages of a new story are gleaned 
impressions which have a great effect upon its 
future success, and it is very provoking to have 
to devote them to dry matters of detail. But 
what is to he done ? Shall we ask our friends 
to cruise with us in our new yacht before it has 
left the stocks ? Will it be wise to issue invi- 
tations to our grand house-warming before *the 
new mansion is roofed in ? I think not. Let 
us bide our time. We must have patience and 
read the bill of the play, dull as the informa- 
tion it contains may be, or else, when the 
prompter tinkles his bell and the curtain rolls 
up upon Scene I., we shall make all sorts of 
mistakes about the dramatis personae^ and be 
but ill able to follow the action of the plot. 
There is much to be told concerning the 
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•eady life of George Frankland, the father of 
our hero, before you can understand the posi- 
tion which he now holds. He was descended 
£rom one of those steady-going old country 
families who formed a class of themselves m 
the England, of tjhe last century, but that have 
lost much of their individuality in these faster 
days. There is no Country now, so, how can 
iihere be country gentlemen? The railway 
train, indeed, carries you through woods and 
fields, and gives you glimpses of cows and 
sheep, axtd a faarm-house here and there; but 
all these things do not make Country, as 
country used to be. They make the places 
w*hereon they stand something that is not ex- 
actly Town — that is all ! Put your head out 
^^e carriage window as you are whirled along, 
«d you catch agHmpseofahedgerandamak. 
-maid meeting in a lane. W^U, the hedger takes 
in a penny newspaper, is learned in politics, 
his wandered about in London, and has seen 
ikuB sea. The milkmaid has meat for dinner 
lEJvery day, and wears a crinoline! When 
Stq)hen Frankland's father was a boy, the 
village near to w'hich he lived, and thousands 
of oi^iers like it, were walled in against the ad- 
^anoemeirt of new ideas, and defended against 
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assaults upon old ones, as completely as thougB. 
a line of fortifications, with ri^d douaniers at 
every gate, had heen estahlished to protect it 
from improvement from without; and this 
through no fault of any one in particular^ but 
merely because Town was town, and Country, 
countrj'. The time had not yet come in which 
nimble engineers should escalade the old re- 
doubts, send screaming locomotives to battel* 
down the old outworks, and make into one 
community the people whom space and se- 
dentary habits had spUt up into tribes and 
factions, full of the mutual distrust and aversion 
which it is in our nature to feel for what we 
have not seen and are not able to under- 
stand. 

You who are accustomed to have aU the news 
of the world telegraphed to you every morning 
by breakfast-time, and think nothing of travel- 
ling two hundred miles in the day on business 
or pleasure, would find some difl&culty in re- 
alizing the sort of existence that generation 
after generation of the Franklands passed in 
that quiet Derbyshire valley, and the sort of 
people amongst whom their rough, but blame- 
less lives, were spent. Little did they know 
or care about what was going on in the great 
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world outside the ring fence that enclosed their 
stony acres ; and within that boundary they 
ruled supreme. They were not rich ; they were 
not; courtly ; they were not ambitious. They 
were ouly thoroughbred Englishmen, brave and 
loyai,. tender and true. At home they held to 
t£ie ]^g as long as he held to the law, and 
a]>road they shed the last drop of their blood 
in Jii? cause without stopping to consider 
whether it was right or wrong. What was it 
to them what the fighting was about, so that 
we got. the. best of it ? So, when the Spaniard 
threatened our coasts/ old Guy Frankland 
melted down his silver and his gold, and, with 
his seven sojis to guard the treasure by the 
way, rode up to London and laid it at the feet 
of the Queen, to buy gunpowder for Howard 
^d fQr Drake to singe the whiskers of the Don 
wit}ial. Half a century elapsed before another 
Fraukland went that journey, and then it was 
as Knight of his Shire, to withstand the King 
in Pjarliament, and gather together the elements 
of that mighty storm which was to sweep the 
Stuart blight from the land. 

During less stirring times these brave and 
loyal - gentlemen led eventless lives in their 
quiet home — seldom strayed from it further 
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than the county town, and then only when 
some great occasion called for their presence. 
Their sons were bom and their danghtexB 
married in the ancient Grange ; and such of 
the heads of the family as died in their bedt 
went to their last account in the qoamt dd 
chamber where they had first seen the light 
And so time passed on, and dealt kindly with 
a race that it had known so long; jand great 
were the rejoicings which in the earliiesfc years 
of the present century followed the Iwth of aa 
heir to its lands and honourable name. There 
were troubled times, in the midst of whick the 
long-expected youngster made his appearance. 
He was bom on the very day on which the 
rickety oiTspring of diplomacy, the Peace of 
Amiens, was finally broken and the dogs of war 
once more let loose; though the news only 
reached the old Grange in time to throw a 
damper upon the merrymaMng at his christai. 
ing. I dare say he was often frightened into 
propriety and fits, by the threat that the Corsican. 
Ogre — as it was the fashion to call the " uncle 
of his nephew" — ^would have him if he were 
naughty ; and an intimation to any of the in- 
habitants of his native valley that this dreaded 
individual was not nine feet high, and did not 
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liead an army that was wholly provisioned npon 
frogs, would have been met with exclamations 
€f contemptuous incredulity. The world, how- 
ever, was put to rights, as everybody knows, 
ies ev«i and ever, by the wise heads that were 
laid toge&er at Vienna ; and old John Frank- 
land WBA net the only man who thought that 
ihe best way to keep clear of the troubles which 
Lad {oodnced such a shaking of thrones all over 
'EaxQipe WB» resolutely to persist in the causes 
irbiob had. produced them, and to see if the 
eazth could not be made to stand still by Act 
ei Paorliament. These doctrines he carefully 
instilled into the mind of his only son ; and 
tiiat youth, left school fully prepared to affirm, 
if not to argue, in any society, that England's 
decliaer and fall would date £rom the day on 
which hex people were taught to read, given a 
Tciee in parliamentary elections, and allowed 
(without disabihty) to worship God according 
to the: dictates of their consciences. 

It wa« an evil day for these fine old Tory 
fl^Qtiments, and indeed for teaching of far 
greater value, when young George rrankland 
ieceived an invitation jGrom a school chum to 
iqiend- a few weeks at his father's house in 
London;; and see, amongst other si^its, the 
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coronation of the "first gentleman in Europe," 
and, incidentally, the doors of the Abbey 
slammed in the face of the " first lady." Long 
and earnest, you may be sure, were the 'dis- 
cussions upon this important project — ^London 
was such a long way off, the road thither so 
infested with peril to the goods and purse of 
the young traveller, and the place itself so 
dangerous to his moral health. But then/ was 
he not named after the Eegent ? and would it 
not be a great thing for him to be able to tell 
his children that he had seen the Crown placed 
upon his anointed brow ? Besides, the Prime 
Minister, or the Lord Chancellor, or the 
Archbishop of Canterbury — ay, or perhaps the 
King himself — might catch sight of the hand- 
some boy and take a fancy to him. Can you* 
see the simple old couple, sitting at eve under 
the great oak, which had changed no more than 
the hearts that had been won beneath its wide- 
spread shade years and years ago, and weighing 
thesepros and cons; can you picture them sur- 
rounded by the scenes amongst which they had 
played as children, wandered as lovers, and 
passed the quiet years of their happy wedded 
life without a wish for change— contemplating 
with many misgivings the first departure of 
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the child of their old age from the parent nest ? 
Do you require to be told which of these old 
birds it was who fancied that the great ones 
of the State could not be under the same roof 
with her one chick without singling him out 
for distinction; but who instantly added, that 
she could not hear of George being made any- 
thing that would keep him away from home ? 
In those good old days there was no necessary 
connexion between pocketing public money 
and earning it. Pass we over the advice and 
warnings bestowed by these fond parents upon 
the elated youth, as though they were intimate 
— good, simple folks — with all the quicksands, 
rocks, . and shoals in the strange waters upon 
which he was soon to sail; nor detail the 
stores of articles, of no earthly use to him in 
the great Metropolis, which were laboriously 
devised and packed with care for his use. 
Many a midnight found his mother's busy 
fingers at work upon brave apparel, that was 
to make her boy the finest of the fine. Those 
gay London beaux should grow pale with 
envy ! They should know a Frankland when 
he came amongst them ! Woe is me ! In the 
very first letter that arrived from the wanderer 
was contained a long tailor's bill, as his host 
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had said that " really he could not take the 
boy abroad in the outlandish clothes which he 
had brought fix)m home." 

The boy was sixteen when he paid that ibo- 
morable visit — his companion some two* year* 
older; and under the tutelage of this graire 
philosopher and friend he heard much treason, 
as it seemed, talked in high places, and caught 
glimpses of a life very diflferent fix)m the hum- 
drum existence he had led in the old Derby- 
shire Grange. I do not think that young 
Harcourt was a bad fellow, as young fellows 
went in those days. He, too, was an only 
son ; and his father — an idle man of fashion — 
let him do pretty much as he pleased. He 
found the naivete of his guest delightful, and 
lost no opportunity of astonishing him with 
the wonders and the sins of the Town, till he 
could astonish him no longer ; so that, when 
the weeks of the original leave of absence had 
been grudgingly extended to months, and at 
last a peremptory order, accompanied by a 
stoppage of supplies, brought the truant honre, 
stout old Prankland could hardly recognise his 
own son in the fine gentleman who sprang from 
the box-seat of the Manchester coach, and 
began to give orders about his luggage, in 
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which every fourth word was an oath. He 
had been taught that he was the "young 
Squire !" the heir to a rapidly-improving estate, 
and he " lorded it" accordingly. 

It may readily be imagined that he did not 
find home-life to his taste after the exciting 
scenes he had left. Everything was bad and 
wrong in the old Grange, from a four-post bed 
to a tea-cup; and its occupants poor unedu- 
<;ated savages, in the eyes of the young wise- 
acre who had been six months in London. 
Oreat was the disturbance of old ways, and the 
importation of new-fashioned ideas and things, 
which followed his arrival ; and loud and bitter 
the complaints, on all sides, of what Master 
George had said or done. Still, I think that 
in their heart of hearts his parents were proud 
of their returned prodigal, with his swagger 
and his strange oaths, his fine dress, and grand 
talk about Sir Harry This, and Lady Betty 
That, and the great row which he and Lord 
Scampery had with the watchmen in St, 
James's. There was, to be sure, rather a long 
bill to be paid for the schooling by which 
these flattering results were produced; but 
then, coal had been discovered, and success- 
fully worked in several places, upon the estate, 
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and John Frankland had every prospect of 
dying a rich man. When the young fellow 
recounted his experience of Town life, a cold 
shudder ran through the old folks; and they 
thanked their stars that they had got their boy 
back in safety from temptations which their 
fondest fears had under-estimated. They con- 
gratulated each other upon being very well out 
of a very bad business. There was one thing, 
however, that troubled them sorely. The 
conversations and cellar at Mr. Harcourt's 
house had turned the young fellow against his 
father's politics and his mother's currant wine. 
He vehemently protested against the one, and 
threw a glassful of the other out of window, 
when produced as a special treat to revive him 
after the fatigues of his long journey ! 

The simple pair expected that the young fel- 
low would settle down again in his old way of 
living, and were woefully disappointed. He 
became moody and discontented at home, and 
only seemed glad when he had found, or made, 
an excuse for riding away from it — ^to Man- 
chester, Derby, Doncaster, or Sheffield, where 
he would stay for days playing the young 
Squire amongst the horse-boys and sharpers of 
a second-rate inn. It puzzled John Frankland 
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to conceive how his hopeful obtained funds for 
the expenses of these excursions. He knew 
little of the accommodating character of the 
tribes of Israel, but was soon to learn how 
familiar they had become with him — at least 
by name — as the person mentioned in the j^ost-- 
obit bonds of his son. 

So, black Care entered the old Grange, and 
sat between the good pair upon their now 
lonely hearth, mounted behind the squire upon 
his stout cob, made the waving corn-fields look 
thin and blighted, changed the burly oxen into 
thin kine, and filled the bright spring-time 
with dark and gloomy days. It did not mend 
matters for the absent object of aU this care 
to be brought home in a chaise from Salford, 
intoxicated, by a dilapidated gentleman, who 
claimed fifty guineas as lost to him by the in- 
sensible young reprobate on a cock-fight ! 

In those days parental authority was wont 
to be rather roughly enforced, especially by 
old-fashioned people like John Frankland, who 
had been accustomed to stand uncovered in 
the presence of their fathers and mothers when 
they were men of thirty, and to take their 
word as law from which no appeal existed. 
The idea that a youngster of nineteen should 
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go about as he pleased and do as he liked, 
without asking " with your leave, or by your 
leave/' was a novelty to the worthy Squire- 
It rather amused him at first — which was a 
pity, as Master George was emboldened by 
the immunity which followed his first essays 
as a profligate, and encouraged to advance still 
further upon the downward road, from which 
it was subsequently found impossible to turn 
him. Come, ladies and gentlemen! draw 
round, press round, gather round and see the 
show ! Here is a young gentleman going to 
the Bad ; he has accidentally stumbled against 
one of the devil's footpaths, or has been taken 
just to see it, you know — nothing more — ^by a 
friend. Bless me ! how nice and smooth it 
looks, and what pretty things grow yonder, 
on either side, just a little way down ! Observe, 
if you please, how — mindful of certain warn- 
ings — ^he turns away, and casually saunters 
back again to have another look at the for- 
bidden ground. If he only could find some 
excuse, now, to get rid of his Mentor, and take 
stock of it a little bit alone ! Or, if his friend 
would come with him a little way ! Man is a 
gregarious animal only in certain respects. We 
9ay that we like other people to be as lucky 
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and as successful as ourselves, and we don't 
mean it ; but when we go to the Bad, we are 
glad of company on the way ! It is so con- 
«olatoiy to know that you are not going to be 
alone in a scrape ! George Frankland fell in 
witii a merry caravan of kindred spirits in 
which Charley Harcourt was a leader, and re- 
quired very little pressing to accompany them 
down that same pathway that we have spoken 
o£ Behold them commencing together the 
descent ! How gingerly they tread, — how care- 
ful they are to get a good footing, so as to be 
able to spring back upon the safer territory ! 
They will go just as far as the corner, and not 
a i^iep beyond ! Oh, dear no ! not for any con- 
sideration ! Only, unfortunately, that last 
slip, which could not be helped, has taken 
them a little beyond the proposed limit, and 
it would look so foolish to go back again! 
Beside, the travelling has become so pleasant, 
now that they have got a little more accus- 
tomed to it ; and it is all nonsense to tell them 
that it is dangerous. They know better ! 
They will be able to find their way back by 
some bye-path that is sure to be met with 
lower down ! — and so forth, and so on, till it 
ends in a headlong race which cannot be checked. 



104 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

and a crashing fall — ^head over heels — ^into the 
Slough of Despond below. 

The measures which old John Frankland 
took to stop his son in his downward course 
only urged him forward. He tried to pull 
him up short all at once, and the youth turned 
restive, took the bit between his teeth, and 
bolted. The sturdy country gentleman spoke 
very plain English, and was, I am afraid, too 
honest a man to be a good diplomatist. First, 
he commanded the rebel to return to his 
allegiance; then he entreated him, for his 
mother's sake, to amend; then he swore at 
him ; and then — ^he knocked him down ! The 
last argument was a clencher. There was no 
further dispute; and the next they heard of 
Master George was, that he had started off for 
London. 

The rest is the old story. His father dis- 
owned, and determined to disinherit, him. 
His mother wept over him in secret, and fur- 
tively sent off small sums of money, pinched 
out of her savings, to young Harcourt for her 
prodigal, with prayers for his recovery — as is 
the fashion with our English mothers, God bless 
them! when thus afflicted. Has it not been 
said elsewhere that Providence never creates a 
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scamp without raising up half a dozen tender, 
loving women, humbly to advocate his cause 
and become his patient victims ? Has the 
time yet come when the words may be blotted 
out? 

Wearily passed the days with the old couple, 
and about once a month John Prankland swore 
that the lawyer should be sent for " to-morrow" 
to alter his will, and pass the estate, for the 
first time for nine generations, out of the direct 
line. But the morrow that was to do this act 
of justice never came, until at last the sun 
dawned upon one which found the good Squire 
sitting, as was his wont at night, with his great 
Bible upon his knee, open at the 1 5th chapter 
of St. Luke, but quite dead and cold, with a 
placid smile upon his lips. In his old-fashioned 
way he had been wont to follow the lines with 
his forefinger as he read, and this had stiffened 
upon the words, " But when he was a great 
way off*, his father saw him, and had com- 
passion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and 
kissed him/' The prodigal was forgiven ! 

George was at this time travelling on the 
Continent with his loife. He had run through 
everything that he could borrow upon his in- 
heritance, and, not having a shilling to support 
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himself — ^had married. If it be a creditable 
thing to marry for love when you do not know 
but that you will have to send the object of 
your affections to the workhouse for support, 
let him have all the advantage which his con- 
duct deserves. If there ever was a woman 
well calculated to redeem a scamp and pull 
him through his difficulties, that woman was 
Hester Frankland — bom Grant — ^the eldest 
daughter of Captain Trevor Grant, E.jNT. ; but 
her face was her fortune, and circumstances — 
carefully concealed by the ardent bridegroom, 
or the marriage never would have taken place 
— made it necessary that his honeymoon-trip 
to Palis should be lengthened into a residence 
in that capital, notwithstanding that certain 
officers of the law were most anxious that he 
should return to the land of his birth and the 
jurisdiction of the Chief Justice of the Court 
of Common Pleas. There were too many 
people, however, interested in the death of old 
John Frankland to allow of it being long kept 
a secret from his heir. He came back to 
London post-haste, was instantly arrested for 
debt, and, under his wife's directions, put his 
affairs into the hands of an old friend of her 
father's — a great family solicitor in Lincoln's 
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Inn Fields — a sharp man and a hearty, well 
accustomed to wage war with the tribes of 
Israel on behalf of youthful heirs, and to at- 
tend to the careful nursing of invalid estates. 
It was good to see the honest lawyer dealing 
with the harpies who had marked out Master 
George as their prey for life, and sending them 
out of his office gnashing their teeth with rage 
at being obliged to receive back their principal 
with only forty-five per cent, as profit on the 
loan. Better still to observe the speechless 
agony of those who had grasped at too much, 
and were forced to give up their bonds for 
the price of the stamp to escape a prosecution 
for usury. Best of all, to see the conscience- 
stricken debtor tended in the vile sponging- 
house by his true wife, and carried by her from 
thence, when his fever had abated, down, by 
easy stages, to the Derbyshire valleys, where 
another and happier life was to be commenced. 
I think that, probably, the very worst thing 
that can happen to a young fellow with a pro- 
clivity towards the Bad, is for him to get 
lightly out of some scrape which he thinks, 
and which ovgid to be, a bad one. His escape 
tempts him to try his luck again — -just as 
winning a heavy stake upon his first throw 
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induces the embryo gambler to go on, although 
he knows all the odds are against him. The 
estate had to be heavily encumbered before 
George Prankland could be got out of the 
clutches of the sheriff's officer ; but the income 
of those coal-fields of which we have already 
heard, under the management of an engineer 
whom Mr. Coleman the lawyer had sent down 
to work them, went on increasing in such an 
absurd manner as to give him a prospect of 
being able to pay off all the mortgages, and 
be a richer man than any of his family before 
him, ere his eldest son was breeched. Grentle 
Hester was good enough to delay as little as 
might be the coming of this good time, and 
the usual "finest child of his age," &c. &c., 
who subsequently became Captain Stephen 
Frankland, was born on the 18th of July, 
1830. Now, long-suffering reader, don't you 
find yourself emerging from the bye-paths df 
this long digression? Bear with me yet a 
little longer, and the main road will soon be 
in view. 

Old Mrs. Prankland lived just long enough 
to hear her grandson's first prattle — and then 
she passed away, glad, I think, to be at rest 
and join the faithful partner of her happier 
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years. For a time Master George was busy 
enough with his alterations and improve- 
ments ; he liked playing the great man dearly, 
and his life in the old Grange, with his beau- 
tiful wife and child, was a blameless and a 
useful one. It was not to last very long. 
"Within a year of his mother's death, Hester 
found he was growing fidgety, and tired of 
his new hobbies ; so, with her usual good tact, 
she made no opposition to what she saw was 
inevitable. Only when he had determined to 
go to London, just for awhile, to talk matters 
over with Coleman, she quietly made up her 
mind to go with him — and she went. 

First of all, much against her will, she had 
to be presented at Court, and to make the ac- 
quaintance of the Harcourts, and all the grand 
people who had petted her handsome husband 
in his bax3helor days. Then, having accepted 
their hospitality, it had, of course, to be re- 
turned ; and, a dissolution of Parliament having 
taken place, who so fit to represent his native 
county in the coming struggle for Eeform as 
the dashing young Whig ? The coal-pits had 
to be worked apace, I promise you, to keep 
full the purse that had such drains upon it ; 
and they were not lessened when the Bill of 
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1530 passed, and Lord Giej fblfilled the 
darling desire of his young sapporter hy 
making him a baronet. 

Long and earnestly did Hester simple to 
win her husband from a course of life that she 
detested. Political distinction was his am- 
bition now ; and this, he supposed, could be 
gained through the instrumentality of his 
wine-merchant and confectioner. It was all 
nonsense Hester's talking about retrench- 
ment, and paying off the mortgages. That 
would keep for a year or two; it would all 
come right in the end. The coal-mines would 
go on improving, and pay for all — and so, if 
you will believe me, they did, and I have 
heard of other properties of a similar nature 
which are now running a neck-and-neck race 
with a spendthrift owner, and distancing the 
constable. There are no diamonds like the 
black ones, when all goes well in the getting; 
and Sir George continued his brilliant career, 
until, one day, a collier struck his pick in the 
wrong place, and a stream that no one had 
dreamed of poured in, flooded the pit, burst its 
way into the lower levels, chasing the panic- 
stricken miners to death along the dark 
passages ; and, utterly ignoring all attempts 
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to pump it out, made the rich FraDkland 
Colliery into a dismal subterranean lake, from 
which no shilling of profit was ever again to 
arise. 

In the midst of this hopeless ruin came the 
heaviest blow of all. George Prankland lost 
his good, patient, loving wife, and, to his credit 
be it spoken, he mourned for her like a man. 
There was no doubt about the extent of his 
ruin this time. It was the real, unadulterated 
article ; and if it had not been for the allow- 
ance made to him by the Court of Chancery for 
the support of his child, out of the Httle patri- 
mony that had been settled on the boy through 
his mother, the new Baronet must have begged 
or stolen for a living — for he had not the wit 
to work for one — for every stick and stone of 
his inheritance were eaten up by encum- 
brances. So great, however, was his talent 
for getting into scrapes, that neither grief nor 
poverty could keep him out of hot water. 
Having nothing else to do, he indulged about 
this time in an amour, the consequences of 
which embittered the remainder of his life — as 
we shall see before long. 

Now, old Mr. Coleman, the lawyer, had a 
son who, about this time, began to manage the 
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business ; and this son had a wife who, in all 
other matters, had long ago begun to manage 
him ; and as this lady will not be an unimpor- 
tant personage in my story, I may as well 
present her at once. She was a woman with a 
mission, and that mission was, to marry every 
body. She had married her seven sisters ; she 
had married most of her school-friends ; she 
had married herself ; and her first care, after 
taking a fancy to bachelor or spinster, was, to 
find out some one with whom to entangle them 
in the noose matrimonial. At first this mis- 
sion was proceeded with upon sentimental 
grounds. The poor things yearned towards 
each other, and it was cruel not to bring them 
together ! Later on, when her o\vn household 
cares — for the elder Coleman was a frugal old 
fellow, and liked young people to try their ex- 
perience and work their way — convinced her 
that true love was, after all, an imperfect sub- 
stitute for legs of mutton, she modified her 
views considerably ; and, still bent as resolutely, 
as ever upon putting an end to celibacy 
amongst all her friends and acquaintances, de- 
termined that they should not make any mar- 
riages but (j/ood ones in the £ s. d. consideration 
of the term. George Frankland was a prime 
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favourite with the busy lady; and the grass 
was not green over poor Hester's grave before 
she began to look out for a rich wife for the 
interesting and insolvent mourner. 

"Now, my dear," she said one evening to 
lier lord, " do think if you have not got some 
very rich client with an only daughter, who 
would do for poor George !" 

The possibility of poor George not " doing" 
for the only daughter did not occur to his weU- 
wisher. 

To this and similar requests her spouse had 
but one reply, " My love ! business /" By 
which it was meant that clients, and all per- 
taining unto them, were things upon which no 
home influences were to be brought to bear. 
It was a maxim in the Coleman family that 
tbey were to be lodgers in their own houses, 
but autocrats in "the office." No wives or 
daughters were allowed to enter the precincts 
of this somewhat musty domain, and the 
transactions therein conducted were preserved 
as secrets to which the boldest did not presume 
to refer. 

But though that one word ''business' was 
plainly understood to mean an unconditional 
rejection of Mrs. Coleman's petition, it was 
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business which after all supplied the very- 
article for which she was in search. 

In the spring which followed Hester's de- 
cease, Coleman, Son, and Company had a great 
patent case for trial in Westminster Hall, and 
" Son" obtained permission to invite one of the 
parties, a Staffordshire iron-master, to his house 
in Guildford Street to dinner. He came^ and 
not alone. He had taken the Hberty, he said^ 
to bring his little girl, who had come up with 
him to see the Town. 

This iron-master was not the man to let hia 
light shine under a bushel. He would very 
soon let you know what he was ! He talked 
money, thought money, clinked sovereigns at 
you in his breeches pocket, and reckoned up 
you and yours by what you were worth in 
pounds, shillings, and pence. 

Before the cloth was oS the table Mrs. 
Coleman had marked out that little girl as the 
heiress who was to " do" for poor George. 

AVhen the gentlemen had discussed their 
wine and entered the drawing-room, they found 
the pair with their arms round each other's 
waists, as though they had been bosom fiiends 
all their Hves. The person whom Mr. Trem- 
lett, the iron man, had spoken of as his " little 



A TANGLKD SKEIN. 115 

girl," was his niece, a remarkably artificial 
young lady of eighteen, ftdl of accomplish- 
ments and utterly destitute of common sense — 
afflicted, moreover, with that painful giggling 
and affectation of superiority which, even in 
these later days, is not unknown amongst girls 
who have been accustomed to the homage of a 
small country town. 

Mrs. Coleman expressed herself as taking 
such an interest in the sweet motherless child : 
and would her father trust her with them 
Tvhilst he remained in town, and she (the dis- 
interested matron) would be so happy to take 
her to the Lady Ma)'oress's Ball, and the Bo- 
tanical F6te, by wa)' of showing her the 
lions ? 

Kough, purse-proud old Tromlctt made great 
fuss over the proffered hospitality, accepting it 
at last quite as a favour to tlie Colemans. His 
lawj-er winced as he heard it urged, knowing 
full well tovrards v;hat it tended; but the 
Lad}^ Maj'oress's Ball and the Botanical Fete 
were not to be considered as " business" in any 
light, so he was compeiled to be silent. 
Tremlett chuckled in \\h sleeve at getting so 
well rid of his " little giri" for awhile, for he 
had ideas of enjoying liimsclf in London, witli 
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the carrying out of which that young person's 
company seriously interfered. No one knew 
him in the great metropolis, and he could do as 
he pleased. 

So Rhoda, the heiress, took up her quarters 
in Guildford Street. And who danced with 
her all night at the Mansion House? And 
who, by some curious coincidence, was entering 
the gate at Chiswick just as Mrs. Coleman and 
her young charge drove up ? and who found an 
excuse for calling at the house about every 
other day, and was invariably pressed to stay 
and spend the evening, just to look at dear 
Rhoda's beautiful drawings — just to hear dear 
Rhoda sing — just to be ready to escort them in 
case a box at the Opera might be sent, as it 
sometimes was, at the last moment? Who, 
but the pale and interesting young Baronet, 
about whose virtues in the midst of hardship 
and sorrows good Mrs. Coleman was so elo- 
quent ! 

When the patent case was over, and judge 
and jury had deliberately determined that the 
man who had spent half his life, and all his 
fortune, in working out the new process which 
was saving Mr. Tremlett so much money had 
not the slightest right to profit by the inven- 
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tion, and it was time to get back to Stafford- 
shire, Miss Ehoda begged hard to be allowed 
to stay a little longer with her dear friends, 
and, after a good deal of fuss as before, was 
allowed to do so. Nothing would have in- 
duced Mrs. Coleman to pry into her visitor's 
desk, — ^but young ladies are so careless ; and 
this one having written "Khoda Frankland, 
lady Frankland" — ^no doubt to see how it 
wotdd look — upon a scrap of paper which, 
somehow or other, fell into the possession of 
her hostess, that valuable manuscript was 
handed, with many a nod and smile, to Sir 
George, who was not slow to act upon the 
Lint it contained. 

The course of true love ran very smooth as 
far as the principal parties were concerned ; 
hut, in reply to the long letter to Ehoda's 
uncle, in which Frankland formally demanded 
her in marriage, came the iron-master himself, 
crimson with fury, in a yellow post-chaise, in 
which he whisked off the weeping bride elect, 
without even allowing her time to pack up her 
finery ; and he never rested until he had her 
safe once more amidst his furnaces. 

" What ! his niece, who was wuth (Coke- 
town for worth) her fifty thousand, married to 
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a beggarly Baronet whom his foreman could 
buy up ? Not if he knew it !" 

Know it he certainly did not — ^the contract- 
ing parties, assisted by their ally in Guildford 
Street, took good care of that ! But married 
she determined to be, and to the person thus 
slightingly indicated, as was foretold in a 
very prettily-written pink note which was 
found upon her dressing-table one morning 
about a fortnight after her forced return. She 
was very sorry indeed to disobey her dear 
papa, but dearest George was waiting under 
the window to take her to Scotland, and 
by the time this was read she should be his 
wife. 

Now Rhoda Tremlett had been made a ward 
in Chancery upon the death of her parents, and 
there are inconveniences attached to an elope- 
ment with young ladies so circumstanced, 
which, had Mr. Coleman made his wife a little 
more acquainted with "business," she might 
not have allowed her favourite to risk; or, 
having risked them, would have warned him 
to keep out of the jurisdiction of the Right 
Honourable Henry, Baron Brougham, of 
Brougham, in the county of Westmoreland, 
Lord High Chancellor of England. As it 
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vas, no time was lost in acquainting that high 
fiinctionary with what had happened to a young 
lady towards whom he stood in loco parentis ; 
and after a short week's felicity, the radiant 
bridegroom, committed for contempt of court, 
had to pass the remainder of his honeymoon a 
prisoner in the King's Bench ! 

Rhoda opened wide her languid eyes, and 
declared that it was really very hard upon poor 
Georgy. What had he done ? She had been 
quite as naughty as he ; would they lock her 
up in a dreadful prison too? Was Georgy 
chained up very tight ? And please might she 
send him his slippers and a bottle of smelling- 
salts to revive him, poor dear ? Having vented 
her grief in this heart-broken strain. My Lady 
carefully strapped a little coat on her Italian 
greyhonnd, and took him out for an airing in 
an open carriage. 

Dearest Georgy by no means relished his 
fate — ^which, by the way, would have been 
shared by the good-natured matchmaker, his 
ally, if the interesting condition in which she 
annually appeared had not mollified the Chan- 
cellor, and concentrated his wrath upon the 
principal delinquent. 

For a man accustomed to change and excite- 
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ment, who has no internal resource of any- 
kind to pass the time, arid to whom his own. 
company is the dullest in the world, a prison- 
room — furnish it as you will — is a terribly 
gloomy place. " Poor Georgy" was very ready 
from the first to submit, and " purge his con- 
tempt ;" but the Court of Chancery has but 
little faith in such sudden conversions, and 
gave its prisoner every opportunity of ascer- 
taining, by profound meditation, the real state 
of his feelings. The case was indeed a bad 
one. Here was a young man who had dis- 
sipated what was, in fact, two fortunes, before 
he was four-and -twenty ; who was a gambler 
and a ne'er-do-well, and who had run away 
with a ward of the Court — of course for her 
money — and married her in defiance of her 
nearest relative and the law ! Six months' 
imprisonment was but a light infliction for 
such conduct ; and at the end of that time it 
was intimated that, when the delinquent had 
executed a post-nuptial settlement that would 
be satisfactory to his wife's relations, he might 
petition for his release from durance. It was 
not an easy thing for him to satisfy his wife's 
relations — represented, of course, by her 
injured uncle. If the angry iron-master had 
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his will, " dearest George" would have left 
the King's Bench in his cofl&n, but not other- 
wise. Fortunately for the prisojier, however, 
he went a little too far in his opposition, and 
the Chancellor took the matter into his own 
hands. The whole of Lady Frankland's pro- 
perty was settled upon herself for life, and 
after her death upon her husband, until her 
eldest son came of age. When this was done, 
the life interest in a sura of money which, with 
good management, would produce about £150 
a year, was, after almost superhuman exertions 
on the part of Mr. Coleman, bestowed upon 
the Baronet by his wife's trustees. 

The old house in Derbyshire had been let 
for a short time ; but now the mortgagees had 
foreclosed, and the estates, with the exception 
of two outlying farms, which were entailed, 
were in the market. Lady Frankland's 
money had to be invested somehow, and she 
fancied exceedingly the idea of going down to 
the old Grange, and playing the grand lady 
amongst the simple Derbyshire folks. In this 
she was ably backed up by Mrs. Coleman. 

" Don't you see, my dear, that you cannot 
possibly do better? If you settle in any other 
place, you will come as strangers — there you 
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take your place at once as an old county 
family." 

" Bother your old county families !" the 
sturdy iron-master exclaimed, when this view 
was presented to him ; " many of them aint 
wuth nought. I could buy up a dozen like 
Franklands ! Beggarly lot !" 

However, as good luck would have it for My 
Lady's ambition, an eminent conveyancer, to 
whom the deeds had been submitted, discovered 
that, three hundred years ago, somebody had 
done or omitted something which made a flaw 
in the title, and consequently the value of the 
land was seriously depreciated to any one but a 
Frankland ; and yet a Frankland could have it 
at the market price, and hold it safely against 
the world. So the waving corn-fields and the 
fat pastures, the great rugged Tor, and all it 
looked down upon — the scenes, as we know, 
of Captain Stephens day-dreaming — were 
knocked down to Lady Frankland's trustees, 
certain conditions having been arranged be- 
tween them and the Baronet before they 
would consent to bid for the property. 

The conditions were by no means favourable 
to Sir George ; and in justice to him it must 
be stated, that the most humiliating items 
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were proposed to him whilst in durance vile, 
and he was somewhat unfairly held to his ac- 
ceptance of them, when, through no favour of the 
proposers, he obtained his liberty. He was so 
thoroughly cowed and broken down in body 
and mind by that short imprisonment, that if 
his wife's relatives had required him to sweep 
a crossing for five years, as a penance for his 
sins, I believe he would have gladly promised 
to do so. He was one of those people, you see, 
who never consider the future consequences of 
an act, provided its first-fruits give pleasure or 
cause a temporary cessation of pain. The con- 
ditions actually made came shortly to this — 
Frankland and the estate were to change 
names. 

" If my gal's fortune buys the place," said 
the iron-master, " it shall be called after her. 
I'll have no mistake about it. And if her 
young 'uns expect to get my brass they must 
bear my name. I'll have no county-familying 
it." 

So Sir George Frankland became Sir George 
Tremlett, and his Lady's eldest son Francis of 
that ilk, and it was held a high crime and mis- 
demeanour down on the Derbyshire estate to 
call the old house — ^to. which a modem front 
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had been added of tlie most florid Italian style 
— ^by any other name than its new one of 
" Tremlett Towers." 

Sir George and Mr. Harcourt remained firm 
friends — having many weaknesses in common ; 
and it was through the interest of the latter 
that Stephen obtained his cadetship. His age 
— suggested in the first pages of this history 
— will show you what time has elapsed between 
the changes above mentioned and the year in 
which our history begins. The quiet Frank- 
lands have long been forgotten, and the purse- 
proud and ostentatious Tremletts reigned in 
their stead. Mr. Coleman, moderately enriched 
by the railway mania of 1846, had retired from 
the active practice of his profession, and built 
himself a house near " The Towers ;" for, 
having kept himself out of the quarrel between 
his wife and old Tremlett, he had been ap- 
pointed to manage the estates ; and such was 
the confidence which the iron-master had in his 
care and skill, that he transferred to him by 
wiU the trusts in Lady Tremlett's marriage 
settlement, and left him sole executor of the 
large property which went to swell that lady's 
wealth. To console the lawyer for forsaken 
associations, a room, into which no one was 
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allowed to penetrate, was fitted 'up in the new 
house, and made as fusty as possible, in imita- 
tion of the office in Lincoln's Inn, and " My 
love, business !" continued to warn his wife off 
the subjects which pertained to this sanctum. 

Now, Mr. Prompter, I think you may ring 
your bell ; for the scene is set, the actors are 
dressed and in their places ; and hark ! the big 
drum is thumping the final notes of the over- 
ture. So now we may up with the curtain and 
begin. 
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CHAPTER V. 

SIR GEORGE TREMLETT LEAVES HOME ON 

BUSINESS. 

I HAVE intimated that the old Grange, which 
had seen the first and the last of so many 
generations of Franklands, had to be " im- 
proved " to suit the tastes of the new family. 
In vain was the obstinate iron-master told that 
it was one of the best specimens of the genuine 
Tudor-gothic style of architecture in the king- 
dom. He would reply, that he did not care 
for Tudor, nor for Gothic neither. Who were 
they ? Eubble and Square of Wolverhampton 
built his house, he said, and they should build 
his niece's. They were respectable tradesmen, 
thej^ were ; and so Tudor and Gothic might 
be, for aught he knew, but they should not 
have his money. He evidently thought that 
the style mentioned was one adopted by some 
existing firm of builders. He would have 
nothing to do with their new-fangled fid -fads. 
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Give Jiim a nice white wall, plenty of plate 
glass in the windows, and green Venetian 
blinds ! He liked a house to stand np square 
and handsome, right upon the road, so that 
people could see it — he did ! That old place 
down in Derbyshire might do very well for 
Franklands, and such like ; but it was only fit 
to make servants' offices for his gal. So, as I 
have said, a modern Italian front was added, 
of which the walls were very white, and the 
plate-glass of the widest, and the Venetian 
blinds behind it of the vividest green that could 
be laid on. 

The ancient mansion faced east and west, 
looking straight over the valley ; the new por- 
tion partly turned its back upon it, and looked 
south — a drive having been made to bring the 
visitors round to the new entrance. The 
principal reception-rooms were all in the por- 
tion designed by those eminent builders, 
Messrs. Rubble and Square, and of the re- 
mainder only two apartments escaped the doom 
which old Mr. Tremlett had pronounced. 
These were what once had been the main hall, 
and a small chamber with an oriel window at 
the westernmost extremity of the principal 
wing. The oak carvings which formed the 
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wainscot of the hall and ornamented its stair- 
case were recommended to the admiration of 
the iron-master, and he is reported to have 
said, that they would look "something like" 
if painted French white and pecked out with 
plenty of gilding. It was only when told that 
they were worth from five to ten pounds the 
square foot to sell again in Wardour-street 
that he saw their beauty, and after this, was 
wont to brag, amongst his chums, of the 
carvings "all over heathen mythology and 
that, you know," which " artist chaps" came 
to see in his gal's house. 

The old hall was changed into a billiard- 
room, and My Lady appropriated, as her 
boudoir, the cozy little chamber with the oriel 
window. It was such an accommodating little 
room — so cool in summer, and snug when the 
cold weather set in ! 

My Lady could not bear the cold weather. 
My Lady had a rooted aversion to being warm. 
The room with the oriel window was a quiet, 
sleepy, indolent place, and suited Ehoda Lady 
Tremlett exactly. As a girl she had had her 
ears boxed for daring to do something for her- 
self ; and under her fond purse-proud uncle's 
tuition she soon got over the weakness of self- 
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dependence, and learned to do nothing at all 
with infinite grace and great assiduity. 

A lady's age is a mystery which politeness 
forbids us to fathom too nearly. We know, 
however, that Miss Rhoda took that secret trip 
to Gretna Grreen when she was, in the estima- 
tion of the law, " an infant ;" and a remarkably 
fascinating and superbly-attired infant she was. 
We likewise are aware that Lady Tremlett's 
eldest son is two-and-twenty at the commence- 
ment of this story, which — (bother take all these 
details !) — ^has hardly yet commenced. We may 
gather, therefore, that she is no longer young. 
She must be every day of forty, and yet she 
looks quite girlish of a morning, in her elegant 
morning wrapper of clear muslin fastened 
round her waist with a blue sash, and her 
fair hair gathered up into a coquettish knot of 
curls. 

She is wonderfully well preserved — com- 
plexion, figure, and all. It would be curious if 
she were not. What has she to make her look 
old before her time ! Care killed a cat, we 
know, and cats have nine lives ; but let him do 
his worst, he will never kill My Lady, though 
she has only one. 

* « r# ^ * * * 
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It was breakfast time at Tremlett Towers, 
and the letters whicli had come by the morning 
post for the family were laid out, with the cold 
beef and fowls, upon the glittering sideboard. 
There were one or two feminine-looking epistles 
for Lady Tremlett ; some newspapers, several 
reports of charitable institutions, pamphlets, 
and letters from Oxford friends for Mr. Francis ; 
and for Sir Greorge a whole pack of communi- 
cations, which looked painfully like tradesmen's 
bills — all but one, which was rather peculiar. 
It was a large sheet of common rough paper, 
folded together in a very inartistic manner, and 
sealed with the impression of the top of a 
thimble. The direction, written in an illiterate 
hand, was " To Mr. Sir George Frankland^ Care 
of Atorney Coleman Linkeens Inn London^ A 
pen had been struck through the address, and 
" Tremlett Towers, Derbyshire," substituted in 
a bold clerkly hand. 

Now, it is three-and-twenty years since Her 
Majesty permitted the Baronet to take his 
wife's name ; and although the firm of Cole- 
man, Son, and Co. exists to this day, the last 
Coleman retired fourteen years ago. It was 
clear, therefore, that the writer of this strange 
epistle had not been in communication with 
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Sir George during all this time ; and if it had 
not been that one of the partners in the present 
firm remembered to have heard of the Baronet 
when he was serving his clerkship, and hunted 
his direction out of an old diary — ^it would 
probably never have reached its destination. 
There, however, it was, in the hands of the 
stately butler at Tremlett Towers, who, after 
careful examination of what had been scratched 
out, the seal and the folding — ^which was 
eflfective, if not symmetrical — showed it to the 
second footman, and pronounced it to be " a 
rum 'un." The second footman, who was young 
in the service, scanned it in turn, and expected 
it was " a begging letter ;" whereupon the 
butler, who knew a thing or two, laughed, and 
observed that " there aint much good in send- 
ing begging-letters to 1dm' — ^meaning by "him" 
the Baronet, his master. 

Lady Tremlett and her son made their ap- 
pearance, gathered up their correspondence, 
and were seated at table, before Sir George 
came bustling in. 

As was his wont, he hummed a tune, and 
began to coUect his letters mechanically, for 
their general purport was too well known to 
this man of title and position who has 150/. a 
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year independent of his wife, and he found 
little pleasure in their perusal. But when his 
eye fell on that dirty, hlotted scrawl, he seized 
it, shuffled it under some other letters, got very 
red in the face, then very white, and cold all 
over, and finally managed to enfold the mys* 
terious epistle in his handkerchief and thrust 
both deep into his pocket. 

When he sat down to breakfast he was more 
than usually cheerful, and anxious to know 
" the news" from his wife and son ; but his ap- 
petite was not as good as usual this morning* 
The meal concluded, he hurried away to a back 
room where he kept his boots and fishing-tackle, 
and which he called his study, and there, after 
having carefully locked the door and drawn 
down the window-blinds, he tore open the 
letter, and read it eagerly. 

" My God !" he exclaimed, ",if I had been 
away, and she had opened it !" 

Then he rent it into a score of fragments, 
and threw them into the empty grate, for it 
was summer time, and as they fluttered and 
fell, a word or part of a word caught his eye ; 
so he knelt down, swept them all together \\'ith 
trembling hand into a heap, and burnt them 
to ashes with a cigar light. If his nearest 
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friend had seen the ghastly face that the 
Vesuvian lighted up, he could scarcely have 
recognised it ! This done, he rose, wiped the 
perspiration from his forehead, then paced up 
and down the apartment, moodily, and at last 
sank int^ his easy-chair, and, burying his face 
in his hands, moaned aloud. 

Two hours afterwards he knocked at the 
door of My Lady's boudoir, humming a plea- 
sant tune. 

" Come in," said My Lady. 

" How deliciously cool and comfortable we 
are this abominably hot weather/' observed 
the Baronet, in a gay tone, snufl&ng at some 
choice flowers which decorated this charming 
sanctum. 

" Did you come to tell me so, my love ?" 
was the languid response. 

My Lady was reclining, in white muslin, on 
a couch by the well-screened window. 

" Why, no — ^not exactly, my dear," said her 
husband, fidgeting with some ornament on the 
table ; " the fact is, that I have received letters 
this morning which make it necessary that I 
should go to London for a few days— about 
our new railway," he added, quickly. 

" You know I have not the slightest wish 
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to interfere with your moYements," replied 
My Lady, slightly opening those lustrous blue 
eyes of hers which, in the mother of a lad of 
twenty-two, were still most beautiful — " pray 
go to London, or anywhere you like." 

" Then you don't mind being left ?" 

" Oh dear, no." 

"And — and — ^ha, ha! I — the fact is, that 
I — am rather short of money just now (this 
state had been for some time chronic with Sir 
George), and if you could lend me ten pounds 

until Yes, I know. Thank you very much, 

my love !" 

These last observations were made in conse- 
quence of a lazy gesture made by My Lady 
towards her canterbury, directly her spouse 
mentioned the mystic word " money." 

Sir George wheeled the canterbury to her 
side with a quickness which showed that the 
performance had been well rehearsed. 

" Ha ! and this little fellow is the key," he 
said, selecting one from a tiny bunch suspended 
to My Lady's watch-chain, which she handed 
him. "So it is. Shall I open the drawer? 
To be sure — this is it ! And there they are ! 
Two fives will be most convenient. Thank 
you, ag^ain." 
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And he was about to pocket the money — ^to 
which his practised fingers had found their 
way thus aptly — without further ceremony, 
when his second son, Mr. Tremlett, entered 
the room, toithout knocking. 

" I have just lent your father ten pounds, 
Francis," said My Lady ; " be good enough to 
enter them in the accounts." 

" In notes or gold, mother ?" 

" In notes." 

" Be good enough to let me see those notes, 
sir," demanded his son. 

" Fives, my boy — ^fives. Two of them — it's 
all right." 

"Tes, Francis, two fives — ^yoxir father is 
quite right," said My Lady. 

I beg your pardon," was the filial reply, 
it is not all right. When I am entrusted 
with the keeping of accounts, I choose to keep 
them in the most systematic and business-like 
manner. To enter the mere gross sum of a 
loan is not systematic or business-like, as I 
understand the terms. I require to take down 
the date and number of those notes, and there- 
fore request that they may be shown to me for 
that purpose." 

"Francis is quite correct," observed My 
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Lady ; " pray show them. Dear boy ! his me- 
thodical habits are so nice/' 

The Baronet bit his lip as he handed the 
notes to this precise young gentleman. Bor- 
rowing is not pleasant work under the best 
circumstances ; but when you have to go 
begging to your wife, with your son to note 
down the transaction " systematically," it must 
go greatly against the grain. Sir George 
Treralett's necessity, however, was urgent — 
and the night mail took him up to London. 

It will have appeared, from the conversation 
which preceded his departure, that " poor deli- 
cate little Frank" had grow up a remarkably 
self-sufficient young gentleman. His course 
of education had been as follows : — He had a 
private tutor at home till he was fifteen, and 
then was sent to a famous public school, at 
wluch the principle of making the elder boys 
responsible for the well-doing of their younger 
companions was carried out to a considerable 
length. Mark me, that I have nothing what- 
ever to say against this principle. Li theory, 
it is excellent ; and in practice, I know that it 
has produced many estimable men. But truth 
compels mo to add, that it has also afflicted us 
with some insufferable prigs, and I am afraid 
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we must include Mr. Francis Tremlett in this 
category. 

Being a determined plodder, and not with- 
out ability, he became head of the school, and 
held that high post fof nearly eighteen months. 
During this period he considered that the tem- 
poral and spiritual welfare of some three hun- 
dred of his species was placed under his care, and 
that there was hope for no single one of them 
without his exertions. In this state of mind 
he proceeded to Oxford, accompanied by some 
half-dozen lads of a similar way of thinking, 
and there encountered some half-dozen more, 
all earnest disciples of the same school. They 
were all very steady, all very studious, all very 
High Church, and, withal, exceedingly ego- 
tistical and full of "responsibilities." They 
kept themselves by themselves, and would have 
nothing to say to persons with less elevated 
missions. 

Now, a little coterie like this, into which 
fresh ideas are not allowed to enter, is apt to 
get as musty as a little room from wliich fresh 
air is excluded ; and the well-intentioned exer- 
tions of these young gentlemen, guided by no 
other rules than those which their own want 
of experience furnished, only escaped being 
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very impertinent when they became ridiculous. 
For example — There was, about this time, at 
Brasenose, a sinner known to his intimates as 
Jack Cutler, as handsome, dashing, and idle a 
dog as ever lounged on the banks of Isis. He 
was the youngest son of a physician at Derby, 
with whom Mr. Francis Tremlett had a slight 
professional acquaintance, which seemed to 
him to impose a " responsibility." Upon the 
strength of this, and as the delegate of his 
clique, he visited Jack in his rooms, without 
an introduction, and informed him that he was 
doing no good at the university; that the 
courses he was pursuing would bring nothing 
but discredit upon his college ; that his father 
was by no means a rich man; and that in 
throwing away the opportunities afforded him 
he (Jack,' the sinner) was behaving in a fraudu- 
lent and ungrateful maimer. Home-truths, all 
these, which Jack well deserved to hear. 
They would have come with great force from 
his tutor, or from the Vice-ChanceUor, but 
from the mouth of a cotemporary — nay, a 
junior — ^they were rather hard to put up with. 
Jack, however, was a very good-natured fellow. 
He heard his visitor out, and then told him to 
be good enough to mind his own business, 
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or, as he had come, to take a weed and be 
cheerfdl. 

Mr. Francis Tremlett indignantly declined so 
insulting a proposition, and his little set shook 
their wise lieads solemnly over the depravity 
it evinced, and mourned the fate that threatened 
all fast men, and Jack Cutler in particular. 
But the worst of it all was, that Jack took to 
reading in his last two terms, and was bracketed 
in honours with his would-be mentor when 
they went in for their degree ! It would have 
been less galling if the reprobate had taken a 
first class. Then there would have beeti no 
comparisons. But for him to be written down 
as equal with the studious Mr. F. Tremlett in 
the second ; and for men to say that if he had 
begun to grind a week or two sooner he would 
have beaten that prig's head off — was gall and 
wormwood to the person thus indicated and 
his set. 

Having left the university, Frank retired to 
his home; instructed the tenants how to 
manage their farms; called the grey-haired 
Eector of the neighbouring village of Durmstone 
roundly to account for the manner in which 
he conducted his schools; gave his father 
and other country magistrates lessons in the 
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art of administering justice ; and taught 
various persons old enough to be his grand- 
mother how " to suck eggs" of all sorts and 
sizes. It will be easily understood, therefore, 
how it came to pass that he made himself per- 
sonally offensive to almost everybody upon the 
estate, gentle or simple. But then, you see, 
he was the heir, and much had to be excused 
and put up with in a young fellow who would 
be so powerful in the days to come. He was 
quite as precise in his dress as he was in his 
manner and opinions. He inclined to coats of 
a grave and sober cut, wore old-fashioned neck- 
ties, complained about his digestion, and aped 
the country gentleman. His father was the 
younger man of the two in every respect but 
years. But then, you see, his father had no 
responsibilities, and so could turn down his 
collars, wear a shooting-coat in the morning, 
and drive the dog-cart into Durmstone when 
he could get leave to take out a horse. Mr. 
Francis descended not to such trifling. TTir 
set at Oxford were distinguished by their stiff- 
necks — stiffened by more than starched Hnen. 
His set at Oxford always wore long-skirted 
frock-coats, and left dog-carts to be driven by 
sinners of the Jack Cutler tribe. So Mr. Francis 
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Tremlett dressed like a Secretary of State at 
one-and-twenty, and when he went abroad was 
driven in his brougham, with a footman to 
open the door, as beseemed his dignity. 

Poor, delicate, affectionate little Frank ! 
Those who expect him to have grown up in 
the promise of his gentle childhood will be 
rather disappointed. 

ISTow, how an author may be led astray ! 
A few pages back I was crying out upon those 
who go skeleton-hunting in gentlemen's houses, 
and here I have unearthed two out of one 
covert in my fifth chapter ! It only shows 
that things do not go on pleasantly in pleasant- 
looking places, as one sometimes supposes they 
do. There are many, I dare say, who quite 
envy Sir George Tremlett, and think that he 
has not a care in that fine house ; and 
yet we know that he is dependent upon 
his wife and son for his daily bread, and that 
they take care he shall know it. I have to 
account for some of the consequences which 
sprung from this wretched and unnatural state 
of affairs, and so am bound to disclose it. 

Arrived in London, Sir George Tremlett 
put up at an hotel near the station, and early 
the next morning hailed a Hansom cab and 
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drove — ^not westwards, where the business he 
had indicated to his wife is transacted, but over 
London-bridge to the South-Eastem Bailway 
terminus, and took a first-dass return ticket 
for Poundbridge. 

It was about four hours after he had arrived 
there that he met his son, face to face, in Wesfc^ 
borough Lane, as abeady described. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

ME. BRANDRON KEEPS HIS APPOINTMENT. 

Supposing you had a son, and were so confident 
that he was serving with his regiment in India 
that you would stake your head against a 
sugar-plum upon the fact ; or, supposing that 
you had a father, whom for the last four weeks 
you had heen incessantly associating with a 
family circle in Derbyshire ; and thus positive 
as to your respective whereabouts, you and this 
fether, or you and this son, were suddenly to 
come face to face in a secluded Kentish lane. 
What would you say ? — What would you do ? 
Shut this book for a moment, try and realize 
the situation, and see what words will properly 
express the feelings of the actors. If you can 
find them, you are more fortunate than your 
author. Were he writing a melodrama now, 
there would be no difiiculty. The stage direc- 
tions would send father and son to opposite 
comers of the scene, where they would strike 
attitudes; and the father, clasping his hands 
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to the right, would exclaim, " Ha !" and the 
son, clasping his hands to the left, would 
ejaculate, " Heaven !" Whereupon the father 
would shout, " Can it be ? Yes, it is ! No, 
it isn't ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! 'Tis he ! my long- 
lost che-ild!" And then, with a stamp, a 
gurgle, and a rush, they would fall into each 
other's arms, to resume, as soon as the inevit* 
able applause had ceased, the ordinary business 
of the play, as though nothing particular had 
occurred. It is rather hard upon us story- 
tellers that we are not allowed to make use of 
fine old cut-and-dried conventionalities of this 
kind to help us over our difficulties. The 
truth is so very common-place ! But the truth 
must be told; and in telling it I have an 
observation to make. It is not considered 
right, I believe, to cut down your neighbour's 
window-curtains, and to make up the material 
into a dressing-gown for your own wearing; 
but it is perfectly fair and proper, as things go, 
to steal your neighbour's novel, and turn it into 
a play for your own benefit. Should it occur 
to any of those gentlemen *' connected with the 
Drama," who have been good enough so to 
convert certain of my literary goods, that this 
story is a good one to be " done" for the stage. 
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they will have to find their own dialogue for 
this very striking situation ; and I warn them, 
that if the actor who is to undertake the part 
of Sir George Tremlett should conduct himself 
towards the actor who is cast for Captain 
Frankland — and vice versa — after the manner 
in which those persons actually hehaved to 
each other in the Westborough-lane, those un-' 
fortunate performers will certainly be hissed 
off the stage; for so completely crushed by 
surprise were the senses of father and son, 
that they stood stock-still, staring vaguely in 
each other's faces and said and did exactly — 
not/iinff. 

During the short space in which Stephen 
could treat this rencontre as a good joke — 
before circumstances, yet to be related, made it 
the starting-point of a dreadful mystery — ^he 
used to confess, that his first impulse was to 
run away. " My heart,*' he said, " gave a great 
jump up into my throat — my blood ran boil- 
ing hot for a moment from head to heel, and 
then seemed to flow away from me altogether, 
leaving me weak and sick, with the hedge and 
the road waltzing together round me." As for 
Sir George, he uttered a cry, and fell in a faint 
where he stood. There was a little stream at 
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hand, and Stephen got some water as soon as 
he had collected his senses, and, after consider- 
able trouble, succeeded in restoring his father 
to consciousness. His first words, delivered in 
a tone of sorrow and reproach, were, "Oh, 
Steeve ! have you followed me ?" 

Stephen assured him that there was no 
*' following," except for the last few hundred 
yards ; and explained as briefly as he could 
what had brought him to Westborough. The 
Baronet seemed to gain composure as the narra- 
tive proceeded ; and by the time his son had 
accounted for his share in causing their meeting, 
he had quite recovered, and began to chatter 
with his usual vivacity. 

" I never was so surprised in my life — ^never ! 
And so you have been ill in India — dying — 
Bless me, why didn't you write ? Dear, deai:, 
dear ! But you are not looking any the worse 
—only a httle brown and thin— that's all. 
And what splendid weather for the harvest, 
eh?" 

Stephen did not pay much attention to this 
last observation, or, indeed, to any of its pre- 
decessors. He was burning to know what 
had brought his father so far from home into 
that secluded spot, and he priessed his questions 
with perhaps more forcq than discretion. 
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Why am I here?" replied the Baronet; 

why, for a constitutional, of course. I cannot 
do without my constitutional, you know. I 
am as great a walker as ever, my boy — ^bless 
you!" he added, pufl&ng out his chest and 
striking it. "I should never have been the 
man I am if I did not take my constitutional 
regularly." 

"But you have not walked from Derby- 
shire this afternoon, surely?" said Stephen, 
amiling. 

" Ha, ha, ha ! What an idea ! Very good 
— very good indeed ! Walked from Derby- 
shire ! Capital ! Ko, no. I am staying at 
the Wells. I have been there — ^let me see — 
I have been there — ^IVe been there since — the 
morning. Had business, you know. Finished 
it by luncheon-time, rattled through it quickly, 
as usual, and here I am delighted to see you, 
my dear boy — delighted beyond measure, I 
assure you." 

Stephen's brow darkened when he heard the 
word " business." " May I ask," he said, " if 
your appointment was with a gentleman from 
India, named Brandron ?" 

" Brandron— Brandron I Oh dear no— not 
Birandion. I came to see a particular friend ; 

1.2 
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Mr. — er — ^Mr. ■ Dear me, how stupid to 
forget liis name ! Mr, ." 

" Never mind, as it was not the person I 
mentioned. I had a reason for asking, but it 
does not matter. What do you propose to do 
now ?'' 

" Oh, anything — nothing ! I'm my own 
master." 

" Then Til tell you what we'll do. I am 
staying for the present at the Rising Sun, at 
Westborough, with my friend Mr. Brandron, 
I had arranged to go to London with him this 
afternoon, but he had not returned when I 
came back from Kernden. He must have 
arrived by this time. Come with me — it's 
only a step from hence. If he is ready to 
start we can all three go on together, I should 
like to introduce you to him, for he saved my 
life. If he is not ready, I will go home 
straight with you." 

*^ Excellent plan — excellent !" replied Sir 
George ,• *' but" — (and he consulted his watch 
in a very fussy and hurried manner) — " I really 
have not a moment to lose. I must run away 
to the station at once, I expect a telegraphic 
message. I must catch tlie train, or I don't 
know what I shall do. I am late as it is. 
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Very sorry to leave you so soon, but time, and 

train, you know Grood gracious ! I shall be 

late. Good bye, my dear boy ! Come home 
as soon as possible. How delighted youi? 
mother will be, to be sure ! Good bye !" And 
before Stephen could well master his astonish- 
ment at these strange contradictions, his father 
seized his hand, wrung it ajffectionately, and 
literally ran away from him. 

His own master ! Eeady to do anything or* 
nothing ! Expecting a telegraphic despatch I 
Obliged to catch the train! What train? 
The express was half way to London by that 
time, and there was not another till eight 
o'clock. The more Stephen mused over his 
father's behaviour, the less was he able to make 
it out. He knew, however, that resolution wa^ 
not amongst his parent's virtues, and that he 
was given to rushing hither and thither, fall 
of hurry and importance, to do nothing at all, 
and, consequently, was more amused than* 
astonished by it. 

In this frame of mind he reached the Eising 
Sun, and made straight for Brandron's room,^ 
fully expecting that he had returned and 
would there be found. The room was as he 
had left it — empty. No one had seen or 
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Iieard anything of Mr. Brandron. It was now 
nearly seven o'clock, and he had promised to 
meet him at four. "Oh," thought Stephen, 
*' it's perfectly clear he is dining at the Wells, 
and will not be in for a couple of hours yet ;'* 
and having thus made up his mind that his 
friend could not be expected, he went out into 
the road and watched for him anxiously. 

Sir Greorge Tremlett hurried away towards 
the Poundbridge Eailway Station, as though 
he really thought he was going to catch a 
train, and arrived there very hot and tired 
with his rapid walk — not out of humour, 
though, as it seemed, with himself or anybody 
else, for he buzzed about the place like a great 
moth, and had something to chatter about 
with everybody. He had not been there 
twenty minutes before he had told the book- 
ing-clerk, the station-master, the newspaper- 
boy, the waitresses in the refreshment-room, 
the man in charge of the electric telegraph, 
three porters, the policeman, and half-a-dozen 
passengers in waiting for the down train, that 
the arrangements of the line were very incon- 
venient — very inconvenient indeed. The idea, 
he said, of there not being a train till eight 
o'clock! He should have to spend another 
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niglit in London, for it would be impossible 
to catch the Northern Mail. The carriage 
would be waiting for him at his station — dear, 
dear ! — and one of the horses had a slight cold 
when he left. He really hoped that William 
had not forgotten to bring the horse-clothes 
with him. He was a good servant, William, 
but very careless sometimes — very careless; 
and the train would not be there for more than 
an hour ! Dear, dear ! He should certainly 
speak to his friend Mr. Borham Davy. Mr. 
Borham Davy had great railway influence. 
Did they — the booking-clerk, the station- 
master, the newspaper-boy, the waitresses in 
the refreshment-room, the man in charge of 
the electric telegraph, the three porters, the 
policeman, and the passengers waiting for the 
down train — know his friend Mr. Borham 
Davy ? No ! Indeed ! Well, he married 
one of the FHntdens — ^the Wiltshire Flintdens 
—a charming person ; and he was a director 
of a great many lines. He (Sir George) was 
almost sure that he was a director of this. He 
should certainly speak to Mr. Borham Davy 
about making the trains more convenient. 

Into the refreshment-room there soon came 
some of the boys from the school. With these 
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he immediately entered into conversation-— 
(he had a fatal habit of committing himself 
with boys) — chaffed them about their trencher- 
caps; asked if the head master was a good 
hand at caning ; felt assured that they did not 
come for plum-cake; and indulged in other 
such-like twaddle, which we all remember to 
have despised when at school, but think it 
necessary to repeat to schoolboys in our wiser 
years. Then he stood cherry brandy all round, 
which somewhat modified the opinion which 
the lads — lads are quick in such cases — ^liad 
formed of the garrulous gentleman, and then, 
struck apparently by a sudden thought, called 
for a sheet of paper and an envelope, and wrote 
a letter to Stephen Frankland. It ran as 
follows : — 

" My dearest Boy, — I was so charmed and 
surprised to see you, that I quite forgot to 
mention that I am not expected at home for a 
few days. Pray do not arrive in my absence. 
Could you delay coming until Friday — or 
say Saturday? Saturday would suit us all 
admirably. 

" Your affectionate father, 

" George Tremlett. 
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" P.S. — If you write, you need not tell your 
mother that you met me here. I shall see her 
myself to-morrow. She might think it un- 
kind of me to stay away after I had com- 
pleted my London business — ^that is all, my 
dear boy. Bless you. « n rry^y 

The person who is responsible for the author- 
ship of the saying, " As easy as lying,'' could 
have had little experience in the practice he 
affected to consider so facile. Easy as lying ! 
Why not as easy as playing the violin, or 
writing a dictionary, or standing upon your 
head on a tight rope, or discovering the source 
of the Nile ? To lie consistently is, I take it, 
about as difficult a thing as a man can 
attempt. I only wish that a second De 
Quincey would arise and write us an " Essay 
upon Lying, considered as one of the Fine 
Arts;" we should know then what an im- 
portant and abstruse science it is. We think 
it is easy, because we are so tolerant of the 
bungling efforts of fifth-rate practitioners. 
How some of us have been called over the 
coals for presuming to throw discredit upon 
accounts retailed to us from the very best 
authority! With what an air of reproach 
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have we been asked if we think that Mrs, 
Grundy would tell a falsehood! Of course 
not ; she has only given currency to a set of 
particulars which, when reason casts a stone 
into the midst of them, fall to — ^like the armed 
men which sprung of old from the dragon's 
teeth — and knock each other about the head 
and ears till there is not so much residuum as 
was left of the Kilkenny cats, to be found of 
any of them. But it is vulgar, and some- 
times dangerous, to throw stones ; and so the 
dragon s progeny march off with fixed bayonets, 
to stab reputations, to part old friends, and 
stand sentry at the doors of British Banks 
and such like shams, investing them with an 
appearance of stability and grandeur that may 
not be lightly aspersed. As easy as lying, 
forsooth ! It is easy to hide a lighted candle 
from a blind man ; but is it easy to hide a 
lighted candle ? 

I do not think that Sir George Tremlett 
told lies for the mere sake of lying, or to gain 
any profitable end. He was one of those 
shallow-pated people who cannot go straight 
from one point to another for the life of them, 
and who think it necessary to surround the 
commonest occurrences with a veil of mystery. 
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The man who first said that liars should 
have good memories was well up to his work. 
"When Stephen's father told his son that big 
fib about not being expected home for a few 
days, he knew perfectly well he was going to 
return forthwith; but he had forgotten all 
about it by the time that the ink in which his 
signature was written had dried, and he scrib- 
bled that postscript in which he wrote himseK 
down a fibber. Not expected home for a few 
days, and yet to see his wife, who was at home^ 
to-morrow ! Oh, Sir George ! If Stephen had 
received such a contradictory epistle when he 
had leisure to think over its contradictions, 
they would have cost him no little trouble and 
annoyance. It came to hand, however, at a 
time when his mind was full of one dreadftd 
subject, and it merely impressed upon him the 
wish that he was not to hurry home yet awhile. 
Had it urged his immediate presence at Trem- 
lett Towers he could not have obeyed the call, 
and so no harm was done. 

The eight o'clock train at last arrived, and 
Sir George found a vacant place in a first-class 
carriage, and speedily unburdened his mind to 
his fellow-passengers concerning the incon- 
venient arrangements of the line, and the long 



156 A TANGLED SKEIN. 

time he had to wait ; and told them all about 
careless William, and the horse that haid a 
cold, and the communication he was about to 
make to his friend, Mr. Borham Davy, who 
had so much interest in railways, and married 
one of the Flintdens of Wiltshire. 

The chatter only ceased with the journey, 
and the chatterer then hailed a Hansom, and 
drove westward ho ! over London Bridge. 

Sit ^ 4t ^ 4lk 

#fk 0l* #1* #1% v^ 

Towards London Bridge, twelve hours after- 
wards, journeyed two travellers, also from th^; 
county of Kent. One was a rough-looking 
fellow, in a faded velveteen shooting-jacket 
and fur cap, and the other a woman dressed in 
a common print gown. The man was travel- 
stained and dreary, and his companion dead 
beat. He dragged her almost from under the 
horses' feet, and as she stood scared and mo- 
tionless on the kerb-stone, said, not unkindly, 
" Come, come, Nancy, lass ! cheer up ! this is 
London ! only a little further, and we shall be 
where we are going." Whereupon she reit- 
erated vaguely the word, " London, London,*' 
and added, *' I live at the second cottage oppo- 
site the well, a mile and a bit from West- 
borough; please take me home." Poor, wit- 
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less thing! it was a formula she had been 
taught to repeat by rote — Kke a parrot — in 
case she should ever wander away from her 
friends and lose herself. 

Pardon the apparent brutality of the ques- 
tion, oh, respectable reader, but if ever you 
were to do anything for which you might be 
"wanted" — (you understand what I mean) — 
where would you fly to hide ? Will you go to 
Paris in twelve hours, and remain there ? Alas, 
there are such things as extradition treaties, 
and. you are not safe from Policeman X on the 
Boulevards! Will you take ship for Aus- 
tralia? The voyage is a long one, and it 
would be unpleasant at the end of it to find a 
detective wlio had outstripped you in a fast 
steamer, waiting to take you back before you 
could land. Besides, it is so easy to watch 
the ships in the river and the docks, and 
pounce upon the " wanted" one as he comes on 
board. I fancy all travelling must be danger- 
ous to people who are " wanted." Every ship, 
every station, is a trap, and the railway train 
itself a prison, with those uncomfortable tale- 
telling wires running all along its course. 
Well, but, surely a man may walk away in the 
cool of the evening, and take up his quarters 
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in some quiet country village where nobody 
knows him, and be in peace. Be in peace 
where nobody knows you ? My dear sir, you'd 
be the gossip of the place in four-and-twenty 
hours. No ! when I get into trouble, I will 
go where no one will notice me, or even see 
me to pay any attention to what I am, or look 
like, or do. I shall take a first floor ini 
Regent-street, and dine every day at Simpson's, 
upon the principle that the wise ones of the 
earth are always seriously unconscious of what 
is going on directly under their noses. There 
were those who were at some trouble to find 
out where Jim RUey had gone with his idiotic 
sister. He certainly did not take lodgings in 
Regent-street, or dine every day at the Divaai 
in the Strand; but he tramped on, and lost 
himself and Nancy amongst iiie busy, toiling, 
heaving, and rattling city, where men had 
enough to do to attend to their own business 
without troubling themselves with his. 

Sir George Tremlett caught the night mail 
after all. 

In the meantime, Stephen Frankland was 
watching and waiting at Westborough for his 
friend Mr, Brandron ; and as he watched and 
waited, the words of the absent man, ^kea 
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in his cabin that night when they conversed 
for the first time, and his strange manner, 
came vividly back upon Stephen's memory. 
He could see again the flash which lit up 
Brandron's usually cold grey eye as he spoke 
those ominous words, " I go to do an act of 
ju8ticer an act, as he subsequently admitted, 
by which an old wrong would be punished 
and a long-standing injury repaired. When 
Stephen found that Bnindron was not the name 
in which his preserver's passage had been 
taken, he remembered what had fallen from 
him respecting his secret departure from India. 
" No one," he had said, " is aware that I in- 
tended to take this voyage. Were my pur- 
pose known in certain quarters, perhaps it 
might have been defeated." Later on he had 
acknowleged that he looked forward with ner- 
Tousness and apprehension to the coming in- 
terview—that it was to be with a man whom 
he could not trust, a man who had managed 
to silence him for two-and-twenty years, and 
who would not scruple to silence him for ever, 
if he could. Those were his very words! 
This dreaded interview had now taken place. 
Who was it with? and what had been the 
result? 
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Lost in such musing, Stephen Frankland 
sat under the great oak upon the green, twist- 
ing his tawny moustache and pufl&ng the 
inevitable cheroot, till the shadows of the 
approaching night darkened over the quiet 
village, and the night itself set in. The stars 
came out one by one, and the moon rose over 
the little wood that lay behind the church. 
Many a time, when a boy at Poundbridge 
School, have I cut "hocky sticks'' in that 
little wood, and beepi chased out of it stagger- 
ing under a load of plunder by indignant 
"navvies," — a name which the alumni on good 
Sir Thomas Judd's foundation apply to all 
aboriginal mankind of the lower orders, imcon- 
nected with the school. A pleasant, leafy 
covert it was; thick with young ash-trees, 
verdant with open moss-carpeted spaces spread 
round here and there some giant tree, where 
the shy rabbits would come out to bask in the 
sunshine, and, at the sound of a human foot, 
dart back and be lost to sight in the tangled 
furze of fern and harebells, couch-grass and 
fox-glove, wild-briar, ivy, and woodbine, that 
divided them, like a tangled, flowery fringe, 
from the cool shade of the thicket. Stephen 
Frankland knew nothing of this wood^ but, 
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whilst wandering round the church, came upon 
it unawares. The moon was at the full, and a 
nightingale, perched on the topmost spray of 
a large elm, was j&lling the night with melody. 
He was, as we know, in a dreamy, musing 
frame of mind, so he lazily climbed the stile, 
and having sauntered into a secluded part of 
the wood till he came to what had been once 
used as a saw-pit, sat himself down upon a pile 
of timber close at hand, and listened to the 
nightingale long after the songster had flown 
away. Meditating about his illness, his jour- 
ney, and his home, and trying to imagine 
what Brandron was doing at that moment, 
wherever he was, why should he have noticed 
in the uncertain light that the ground was cut 
up and trampled, as though by a struggle, and 
that the boards which covered up the old saw- 
pit had been recently moved ? He could only 
have known this by kneeling down, and ob- 
serving that the ends were not quite replaced 
on the spots where the grass, that had been 
hitherto covered by them, grew white and 
crushed. Had he looked close enough he would 
have seen some dark stains upon the herbage, 
and the print of a hand upon the rotting 
planks that was not there in the morning. 
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But he noticed nothing. His mind was not 
where he sat, but at Tremlett Towers — in the 
camp at Jansi — ^in his cabin on board the 
"Ganges," — at Tremlett Towers again — and 
at "the Wells," wondering what Brandron 
could be doing there. 

Afterwards he began to reason with himself 
about Brandron's disappearance. Disappear- 
ance ? Absurd ! The idea of any person 
"disappearing" in such a country as England, 
and no one hearing of him again ! The thing 
was preposterous. Had we not police, and 
constabulary, and railways, and electric tele- 
graphs, and coroners, and private inquiry oflSi- 
cers, and habeas corpus, and all the rest of it ? 
Of course we had ! And any one of Her Ma- 
jesty's subjects who flattered himself that he 
could hide away another, or conceal himself 
for any improper purpose from the eye of 
the law and the sure grasp of its myrmidons, 
would very soon find out his mistake. 

So thought Stephen Frankland ; and I know 
there are thousands who share his confidence 
in the omniscience and penetration of the 
powers that be. " Murder will out," says the 
proverb ; and it is consolatory to know that if 
you are murdered, some one is pretty sure to 
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swing for it. I believe that we are as quick 
and certain in the detection of criminals as any 
of our neighbours, and by no means join with 
those who, panic-stricken at some late failure 
of justice, cry out that crime is getting the 
upper-hand of the means for its detection. 
Still, I am by no means sure that all things 
are as safe and pleasant as we like to think 
them. Are all the missing people who are 
advertised about in the second column of the 
Times cheats, and runaways, and ne'er-do- 
wells ? What is the meaning of those placards, 
with the ghastly heading, '^ Found Dead," 
which glare at us from the doors of police- 
stations and workhouses ? The black river has 
cast up its dreadful burden, as though in horror, 
on the sedges, and gone shuddering on its 
course from the horrid spot. Are we quite 
sure that the grinning corpse, that grasps at 
nothing so vaguely with its distorted fingers, 
was clothed, when last it stood upright upon 
the earth, in those wretched dripping rags ? 
Has it never happened that hale men and fair 
women, whose life was an annuity of love and 
hope to all around them, have left their plea- 
sant homes for daily avocations, and never 
returned again ? I think that we can reckon 
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up, without much difficulty, a grim category 
of murders that have not come out, and — may- 
be — will not, to the judgment-day. Wha 
killed Saville Kent ? Who placed those bloody 
remains of mortality upon the coping-stones 
of Waterloo Bridge ? and whose were they ? 
Let us say that these and other similar mys- 
teries are quite exceptional, and lay our heads 
upon our pillows with the comforting assur- 
ance that no other child that has been found 
dead in the morning came to a violent and 
murderous end — that no bones lie mouldering 
under the dark water, the stone jBags of gloomy 
courts and cellars, or the gay green carpeting 
of quiet woods, unheard of and undiscovered. 
It is best not to think too much of such things, 
if we value our night's rest. Dead men tell no 
tales ; but I think that if the history of the 
unknown dead ever comes to be written, it will 
fill many a ghastly volume. Stephen Frankland,. 
musing in the moonlight, seated by that old 
j5aw-pit in Westborough Wood, had no such 
uncomfortable doubts. He only thought that 
his old friend's conduct in staying away so long 
was rather strange, and that if he did not 
return that night he was sure to find him 
somewhere on the morrow. SomeivJiere: — 
certainly ! 
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He was aroused from this reverie by the 
striking of the church clock, and left the spot 
by the path along which he had come; but 
paused on the stile to take a last look into the 
wood. 

Nothing was stirring, but the night air 
ximidst the highest branches of the trees. 
There was no sound but the faint flutter of the 
leaves. It was almost as light as day, and the 
moonbeams fell full on the old moss-grown 
-saw-pit. They fell that night upon many 
another spot as silent, and, to all outward 
sign, as peaceful. They feU upon green mounds 
in village churchyards, and upon fields and 
moorland on which great battles had been 
fought in times gone by, where the bones of 
victor and of vanquished crumbled to dust 
together under the sod. They fell on the calm 
and glittering ocean, and danced on the un- 
marked grave of many a gallant mariner. 
They flitted between the chinks of the closed 
fihutters which had kept the daylight from 
mocking the slumbers of the honoured dead. 
They flashed upon the dismal charnel-houses 
of the great city — ^lit up with a fitful gleam 
the caves in which hermits had sighed away 
their, useless lives, and glimmered on the horrid 
holes, the deep morass and sluggish pool, where 
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red-handed murder hides its dead from sight. 
They lit up the old saw-pit, and Stephen 
Frankland hurried away towards the inn to 
seek his firiend once more. 

He was not there ! He had not yet come ! 
There were no tidings of him. Ten o'clock ! 
Midnight ! One ! Two 1 chimed forth— and 
still no footstep, no sound — ^no tidings. No 
sleep fell on Frankland's eyes that night. In 
the morning he was at " The Wells " before 
the hotels had fairly opened, describing the 
person of Brandron, and inquiring if he had 
been seen there. All was. in vain. By noon 
he had thoroughly exhausted the town, even 
to its humblest tavern — and no result. Once, 
indeed, he hoped that he had obtained a clue. 
The head waiter at "The Kentish'* distinctly 
recognised the gentleman; he had come in 
with another party yesterday afternoon, and 
had dined and slept in the hotel. Was he 
not a tall party in black ? Yes ! Well, then, 
he had had two sodas and brandy, and had 
gone off to the High Eocks about an hour 
ago. Stephen drove off to the High Rocks as 
fast as a hack-fly could carry him, and found 
a lanky hobble-de-hoy dressed in mourning 
smoking a huge cigar, which seemed to be 
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disagreeing with him, and who acknowledged 
to staying at " The Kentish/' and having had 
two sodas and brandy for breakfast. Stephen, 
therefore, had his drive for his pains. Thus 
occupied, the prevailing impression amongst 
the natives seemed to be that he was a detec- 
tive officer from London, and that the object 
of his search had committed a murder, or was 
a clerk in some public company who had been 
driving mail-phaetons and giving dinner- 
parties in the Eegent's Park upon 150/. a-year. 
Popular feeling, therefore, was certainly not 
in his favour. Is the mistrust that we English 
have of police, and our hatred of anything like 
spying — ^though exerted for the detection of 
crime — a good or a bad sign ? The virtue of 
our mobs is of the most Spartan character. 
They can hardly be prevented sometimes from 
tearing a prisoner to pieces, even whilst by 
that pleasant fiction of our law he has a right 
to be considered an innocent man. But, let a 
constable lay a hand upon him roughly, and 
the attention of the many-headed monster will 
be turned immediately from the culprit to his 
captor, and a perfectly harmless official be over- 
whelmed with execration for doing, perhaps, a 
necessary act ! 
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Stephen Frankland rode back slowly, and 
with a heavy heart. He had made up his 
mind to one of two things : Either Brandron 
had met with some foul play at the hands of 
the person with whom he had left Westborough 
in the morning ; or he had given him, Prank- 
land, the slip, for some purpose that he found 
it impossible to divine. By no other cause 
could his prolonged absence be accounted for. 
Disappointed, and weary in body and mind, 
he tramped on till he came to a bend in the 
road from which a little inn was in sight, and 
was surprised to see a crowd round the door. 
A conviction that it had something to do with 
the disappearance of Brandron flashed across 
his mind, and he quickened his steps. As he 
approached, and some of the assembly recog- 
nised him, there arose a shout, and then a 
murmur of " Here he is ! here he is !" And 
the people, dividing right and left, made him 
a clear passage to the door. This was kept 
by a couple of the county police ; and close at 
hand stood a well-appointed gig, the horse of 
which was in a perfect lather of foam. The 
inn itself was in a state of wild confusion. In 
the passage stood the landlady, wringing her 
hands and weeping bitterly, surrounded by 
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haif-a-dozen village gossips, who did their best 
to get in everybody's way — each one telling 
the other to do what he ought to have done 
himself. 

"In God's name, what has happened?'' 
cried Stephen, rushing into the passage. 

The constable in charge recognised the voice 
and manner of command, and touching his hat 
to the young soldier, replied — 

« The gentleman who was missing, Sir, has 
been found." 

Pound ! Not returned — not brought back ; 
but — Found ! 

There was a dark, fatal, passive sound in the 
word that made Stephen's blood run cold. 
Mr. Brandron had left that village, full of 
health and vigour, was missing — and had 
heen found! 

He entered the inn, and in a moment the 
poor homely landlady blurted out the fatal 
truth. 

" Oh Sir !" she cried, " oh Sir !— the poor 
gentleman — ^the poor kind gentleman that 
nursed my little Teddy! oh Sir, they've 
robbed and murdered him !" 

" Murder I am afraid it will be," said a 
grave-looking gentleman who at that moment 
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descended the stairs, " as his case is, I fear, 
quite hopeless ; but robbery has not been the 
motive for the crime. He has a gold watch 
in his pocket, and his purse with money in it 
has not been abstracted. No common robber 
has done this." Then, turning to Stephen, 
who stood almost paralyzed with horror and 
surprise, he added, " I presume you are the 
person spoken of as this gentleman's friend; 
if so, I should like to have a word with you in 
private." 

" Tell me one thing at once, and quickly," 
said Stephen. " Where did this happen — 
where was he found ?" 

" In an old saw-pit in Westborough wood," 
was the reply. "He must have lain there 
insensible all last night and the greater part of 
yesterday." 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

IN WHICH A TRIUMPH IS PREPARED FOR CAPTAIN 

FRANKLAND, V.C. 

I MUST tell you that the fib which Sir Greorge 
Tremlett wrote to his son was not a gratuitous 
one. He had a motive that was, upon the 
whole, a good one. With all his faults and 
foibles he had one redeeming point ; he loved 
his soldier-boy dearly, and was proud of him. 
He had little else, poor fellow, to be proud of. 
The young dragoon bore the good old name 
that he had weakly given up. If all the iron- 
masters in Staffordshire could turn their ore 
into gold, and place it in one glittering heap 
around the Throne, they could not buy the 
little bit of bronze that hung on Captain 
Stephen Frankland's breast. Mr. Francis 
Tremlett was already a very influential person 
in his way, and would be a rich man ; but the 
Bayard of India had not yet pressed his hand 
and said of him, " If all our OflScers had been 
like that young man. Sir, the Well of Cawn- 
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pore would have been pure to this day." No, 
no ! They had taken away his house, his lands, 
and his name ; but the glory of his gallant son 
was still his own. Of that no one could deprive 
him. So he resolved that Stephen should have 
a public reception at Tremlett Towers — a grand 
one, if possible ; but at any rate a reception 
that would be talked about. Therefore, having 
accounted with much circumlocution, and I am 
afraid a fib or two, for knowing that his son 
had returned, he broached the subject to My 
Lady, and as usual Mr. Francis Tremlett 
managed to join in the conversation. It was 
a curious fact, that My Lady's boudoir door 
never closed after Sir Greorge but it admitted 
in less than five minutes afterwards his second 
son. 

Lady Tremlett opened her pretty blue eyes 
wider than they had been opened for many a 
day. " Dear Steevie," she said ; " I'm so glad ! 
It will be quite a treat to have liim home 
again. But how unkind to go to those 
Trehernes instead of coming straight to us." 

" You see, my love, Kemden Eectory was 
all in his way," replied her lord, in an apolo- 
getic tone. " Besides, it was so good of him to 
take charge of his poor young friend's sword," 
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" I really cannot see what clergymen should 
want with swords," observed My Lady, peev- 
ishly. " Was it a very valuable one ?" 

"I did not see it,''said Sir George; "but '' 

*' I daresay it was not," observed his wife. 
*' Of course it was very good-natured of dear 
Stee\de to take so much trouble ; but I dare- 
say the carriage cost as much as it was worth." 

"No doubt," Mr. Francis Tremlett observed ; 
" but you see there is a sentiment about these 
sort of things which some people think it right 
to indulge in. For my part, I think it a very 
unwise practice to preserve such so-called relics ; 
they only perpetuate feelings of regret, which 
as Christians it is our duty to smother. Nay, 
sometimes they cause weak-minded persons to 
murmur at the decrees of Providence in a 
manner that is absolutely wicked." 

" Dear Francis," said his mother, patting 
him aflTectiohately on the arm with her jewelled 
fingers, " how cleverly you speak ; you are so 
very sensible." 

Sir George did not appear to join in these 
commendations. He turned round rather 
sharply upon his second son, and said, " Sup- 
pose your brother had fallen instead of young 
Treherne in that charge, w-ould you have 
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grudged his stainless sword a place of honour 
in this house, or failed to appreciate the kind- 
ness of a brother officer who would bring it 
you? 

Mr. Francis flushed a little under this direct 
appeal, and for a moment was a little discon- 
certed. His mother came to his rescue ; and 
by the time she had asked Sir George how he 
could suppose anything so dreadful, and asserted 
that neither she nor Francis could possibly 
recover from the shock of losing dearest Steevie, 
he wa^ quite ready with a speech in reply. 

" There is no argument," he said, with more 
than his usual sententiousness, *' that I disap- 
prove of so thoroughly as the argumentum ad 
hominem. I was speaking, as I generally do, 
upon principle. Perhaps, in the confusion of 
mind which would naturally arise out of such 
an occurrence (a capital word that, is it not, for 
the death of a brother on the field of battle ?) 
as you have supposed, I might perhaps give 
way to a weakness which in calmer moments I 
should overcome. But this is nothing to the 
purpose. I have said, and I repeat, that I 
consider it foolish, and, indeed, irreligious, to 
preserve things which may keep alive unavail- 
ing regrets. It is our duty, as I before inti- 
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mated, as Christians, not to murmur at the 
decrees of Providence." 

Whilst this little sermon was being delivered. 
Lady Tremlett shook her head in sorrowful 
assent, and declared that she quite coincided 
in the opinions so nicely expressed by dearest 
Francis. Sir Greorge had good reasons for not 
wishing to annoy that sage of two-and-twenty, 
and so let his heartless twaddle go uncontested. 
" Well, well," he said, *' it's no use arguing 
upon imaginary sorrows. Thank Grod, we are 
spared what poor Mr. Treherne has had to go 
through. We have the wearer of the sword to 
welcome home — and — er — ^yes — ," he con- 
tinued, bustling about the room, and surveying 
the books upon the table, — " Has any one run 
away with last week's Illustrated London News .^" 

" Did you expect to find it here, my love ? 
Do you not know, that ever since Francis 
returned from Oxford he has always filed the 
back numbers in the Library ? dear fellow, he 
is so very neat." 

" There is nothing that offends me so much 
as to see a room littered about with old news- 
papers," the "dear fellow" remarked. "You 
win find the number you require with the 
rest/' Another son would probably have 
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offered to get what his father asked for, or, 
better still, have brought it without offering to 
do so. This " dear fellow," however, made no 
sign. Perhaps he objected to the performance 
of such little filial duties, upon principle. Sir 
George did not really want the paper. He 
only mentioned it to bring in, in his roundabout 
fashion, the subject that was upon his mind. 
" It is no matter just now ; pray do not trouble 
yourself," he said. But his son had thrown 
himself back on a lounge, and reclined there 
gracefully, with the finger-points of either 
hand brought lightly together in front of his 
chest — a position common, as I have observed, 
to the instructors of youth — and appeared to 
require no such assurance and request to enable 
him to take his ease. 

" I merely mentioned that number of the 
Illustrated^' Sir George continued, fidgeting 
about the room — peering into this ornament 
and that, opening and shutting half a dozen 
books, and examining with much apparent 
attention things that he had seen fifty thousand 
times before, as was his wont when he had 
something to say and had not the heart to say 
it right out. ** I only mentioned that number 
of the Illustrated, my love," he said, " to ask 
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you if you had observed one of tlie pictures ; 
how very much woodcutting has improved 
since I was a boy !" 

" What picture ?" 

*' Oh ! — er — ^Well I think it was a — er — 
little fSte at — at — Dear me — where was it? 
Oh, I remember, at Thomhill Grange, by Sir 
Hector Mainwaring, to celebrate the return of 
his wife's brother, Colonel Trevelyan, from 
foreign service. Did you read the account ? 
It struck me as such a very nice idea, to call 
the tenantry and servants together, and give 
them a little treat to commemorate such an 
event. It creates so much good feeling amongst 
the lower orders, when they see a great county 
family so united and happy, — don't you think 
so, my dear?" 

If ow do you see what he is driving at ? 

My Lady declared there was nothing she 
enjoyed more than seeing people united and 
happy. How very fooHsh people were to 
be anything else ! She remembered the en- 
graving mentioned by Sir George very well ; 
and there was a funny boy in the right-hand 
comer, who had a head like an egg and no 

features. 

"An accident in the printing, I dare say," 
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observed her liusband, " but all the rest was 
beautifully clear. There was the carriage-aiid- 
four in which Colonel Trevelyan had been 
brought from the station, and the tenantry on 
horseback, and the labourers waving their hats 
and shouting, and the band playing, * See the 
Conquering Hero comes,' and the triumphal 
arch, with the inscription, * Welcome to our 
brave Soldier' — was it not * welcome to our 
brave soldier,' my love? Thank you, yes! 
I think you're right — ^inscribed upon it in 
beautiful cut flowers. Dear me, yes ; so it was, 
and very nice it must have looked. ' Welcome 
to our brave Soldier' — was so appropriate, 
don't you think so, my dear Ehoda ? You see, 
he had just returned from foreign service, and 
that capital fellow. Sir Hector Mainwaring, 
was glad to do him honour for his wife's 
sake." 

"Do not you think, sir," simpered Mr. 
Francis (when he did not preach he simpered, 
and was always freezingly polite to his father) — 
*' Do not you think, sir, that it would be as 
well if you were to ask my mother at once 
for what you want ?" 

" For what I want, Francis ?" 

" My dear father, you must pray excuse me if 
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I speak plain and grammatical English. It is a 
weakness that my intimacy with Paley and 
French has brought upon me. I should have 
said perhaps, what you wish. ;lt has been plain 
to me for the last ten minutes that you have 
introduced the subject of that gathering at 
Thomhill Grange in order that one of us 
might suggest the propriety of having a 
similar affair here to commemorate my bro- 
ther's return." 

" My dearest Francis !" exclaimed Lady 
Tremlett ; " how very quick you are ; you 
must be a conjuror ! And did you" — (this was 
to Sir George) — " really commence the conver- 
sation with this view ?" 

"WelJ — er — my sweetest life, I — er — did 
not exactly ; that is, I meant — er — that if you 
thought — I mean if you liked — er — ^to set on 
foot such a thing, why then, of course — er — ^it 
would be a great — No, hang it ! it would be 
no more than Stephen deserved ;" and he ended 
with a burst. 

" Deserve ! Why he deserves anything, 
dear boy. I'm so glad you reminded us of this. 
I should never have thought of it," said Lady 
Tremlett. "We will give him reaUy a very 
nice reception, and write to the Editor of the 
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Illustrated London News to come and take a 
drawing of it for his charming paper. Or 
perhaps Miss Lee would not mind making a 
sketch ; she is so clever ! And it might put 
something in her pocket, poor thing ! What 
would they give her, Francis — come, you know 
everything — for making a sketch of Stephen's 
return ? Seven and sixpence, or ten guineas, or 
— what ?" 

Francis gave some answer to this query 
which is not very important, and I dare say 
was quite inaccurate, whilst Sir George was 
bustling about the room, rubbing his hands 
together, and giving vent to expressions of 
almost childish delight at the success of his 
suggestion. Then he drew his chair close up 
to My Lady's sofa, kissed her hand very gal- 
lantly, and taking it in one of his own, patted 
and stroked it as though it were a little bird 
that wanted to get away. 

"I was quite — quite sure you would be 
pleased with my idea," he said. ** It was so 
like you to take the initiative — and all of your 
own accord too ! Besides which, you have 
arranged it so cleverly. So, don't you think, 
my love — Stephen will be home on Saturday, 
you know ! — that we had better arrange what 
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is to be done ? You have only to say the word, 
my love, that's all. We will not trouble you 
to exert yourself in any way — Oh no ! Now 
(with a pat at every word) tell me, dearest, 
what — shall — ^we — do ?" 

" Do ?" reiterated the languid Ehoda ; " why 
everything, of course ! Wont we, Francis ?" 

"Much depends," that moral philosopher 
replied, "upon what you mean by * everything/ 
I labour under a difi&culty with regard to this 
proposal, which I will shortly explain. My 
brother Stephen, you see, is coming from 
India. Now, I am not prepared to sanction 
all that has been done in that country. I 
have yet to learn that the natives have been 
treated, during this ' so-called rebellion, in a 
proper and consistent manner. It may be, 
that the so-called rebellion itself might have 
been put an end to by other means than those 
for which my brother Stephen has been em- 
ployed. I allude to the repressive military 
operations ! And I could not think of 

allow 1 mean, I could not think of joining 

in any celebration which would make it appear 
as though they had my approval, and com- 
promise me in any course I may .hereafter 
think it desirable to take." 
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'* Quite right/' said My Lady. "Francis 
must on no account be compromised." She 
spoke, and so did her son, as though there 
was a probability of his being obliged, some 
day, to put the Governor-General of India in 
the corner for being a naughty boy ! 

" I think Trancis need be under no appre- 
hension,'* said Sir George, quietly. "I dare 
say we can manage to do honour to his brother 
without compromising him." 

A mercifal Providence gives fellows like 
Francis Tremlett exceedingly thick skins. She 
knows that they lay themselves open to cruel 
snubs, and hardens their vanity round them 
like plate armour or the scales of the hippo- 
potamus, to ward oiff the darts of the enemy. 
The complacency with which young Tremlett 
took his snubbing, when he got into company 
that was not afraid of him, was charming in 
the extreme. Frequently he did not see what 
was meant, and smiled with the others, as 
though it were a good joke ; but sometimes it 
dawned upon him, hours afterwards, when he 
got home, that he had been snubbed; and 
then he composed a withering reply to deliver 
next time it happened, and thought what a 
clever fellow he was to be so ready with his 
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tongue. In the present instance he saw no 
sarcasm in his father's observation, and took 
it quite as a tribute to his grave misgivings 
about the conduct of the Indian Government. 
Lady Tremlett, as usual, echoed the sentiment 
last expressed, and was sure they could manage 
to do honour to dear Stephen without compro- 
mising dear Francis. 

The phUosopher softened under this incense, 
and explained that he was averse to a public 
demonstration; not as a brother, but as a 
Magistrate of the County — (the Lord Chancel- 
lor had been goose enough to put him into the 
Commission of the Peace). Still, he would be 
bound to take a leading part in it, and his con- 
duct might be misrepresented when he stood 
for the county. He thought, that if they 
were to put up one of the tents that had been 
used when he came of age, and gave the school 
children a treat of tea and buns therein, and 
intimated that there was no objection to the 
tenants coming, and calling out "huzza," if 
they liked, they would probably escape beiug 
compromised — do all that was necessary for 
the occasion. 

Necessary !" cried Sir George, bitterly. 
Oh, pray understand me that nothing is 
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necessary. Nothing that we can do here will 
add to the honours of a man who has won the 
Victoria Cross, and the friendship of a Lawrence. 
In trying to do honour to Stephen we honour 
ourselves — ^that's all." 

*' You see, my dearest Francis, that Stephen 
is quite a celebrated person now," Lady Trem- 
lett exclaimed. *'Dear me, I wonder how 
many of those creatures he has killed. I 
wonder if he will look very cruel after it all t 
But about this fete ! We must have every- 
thing very nice, particularly as it will all be in 
the papers. Now, what shall we do ?" 

"I am the worst person in the world to 
consult in such matters, my dear mother," 
Francis replied. "The erection of triumphal 
arches, and similar trifling, is, you know, quite 
out of my line. Consult my father." 

*' Will you leave it all to me then ?" cried 
Sir George, eagerly. 

" By an means !" said his wife. " Of course, 
my dear George, I always meant to leave it to 
you. Pray do as you please, and let it be 
nice. Only do not tease me about details. 
Stop ! there is one thing I must insist upon, 
and this is, that the printer is more careful 
over the picture. I will not have a boy with 
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a head like an egg and no features, in the 
illustration of our receiving Stephen. I can- 
not bear to see boys without features." 

" Do you mind me writing to Mrs. Coleman 
to ask the girls and Miss Lee to come and 
help me to make the arrangements ?" said Sir 
Greorge. "Miss Lee has such capital taste. 
Don't you remember how exquisitely she 
decorated the church last Christmas ? It was 
all her arranging." 

Lady Tremlett rose, and looked her husband 
full in the face, and a flush of pain seemed to 
pass over her countenance. It lasted but for 
an instant, and then she slowly sank back into 
her reclining posture, and only said, "Very 
well ; do so," in a low voice, and with some- 
thing like a sigh. 

The truth is that Sir George was one of 
those silly old gentlemen who fancy they will 
be thought ungallant if they do not begin to 
flirt with a lady the moment they are intro- 
duce to her. In her early married life Lady 
Tremlett had grave reasons for being oflFended 
at this light conduct on the part of her spouse. 
But aU jealous feelings had long ago worn out, 
with the passion of which jealousy is bom. 
Do you think that any woman who loved her 
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liusband would let him feel that he was depen- 
dent upon her bounty fpr his daily bread? 
No ! not if she had taken him from sweeping 
a crossing, and had all the gold in Australia 
for her marriage portion. 

The letter was written and despatched to 
Kuxton Court, where it found the family op- 
portunely assembled at the children's dinner. 
And a goodly assemblage it was ! The school- 
room brigade under command of Miss Spicer, 
the governess, consisted of Jane Coleman (16) ; 
Fanny (13); Elizabeth (12); and Bobby, the 
only boy, a bright-eyed young rascal of seven, 
who ran the best possible chance of being 
utterly and irretrievably spoilt by everybody. 
The di-awing-room division, which was in re- 
serve, only lunching, was headed by Mater- 
familias in person, and was composed of her 
three eldest daughters who were " out," viz,, 
Laura, Emily Lavinia, and Constance. The 
age of the first-named young lady was rather a 
sore subject with portly Mrs. Coleman, whose 
match-making propensities had been only 
strengthened by time. Laura was marriage- 
able when Stephen Frankland left for India, 
and her mother had not yet got her off her 
hands. Emily was eight years younger than 
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her eldest sister — ^three intermediate Colemans 
having died early in life. Constance was the 
beauty of the family, and was just turned 
eighteen. I do not exactly know how she 
made out her claim to this distinction, unless 
it was that she was the only one of the sisters 
who had dark hair. Her eyes were not so 
good as little Fanny's, and her figure not to 
be compared with Laura's. Her complexion 
certainly was very beautiful, and this with 
good teeth and a haughty air, made her light 
up pretty well. It was a superstition, how- 
ever, in Ruxton Court to suppose that she was 
the belle of the county, and was going to marry 
a Duke as soon as one could be got ready for 
her. Laura and Emily were, it must be ad- 
mitted, common-place girls. They had no 
coloured hair and no coloured faces, and eyes 
of a hue that you could not exactly make out. 
But their flowing locks were always braided in 
the most becoming way; their countenances 
composed into the most proper expression; 
and their eyes kept under the most modest 
control. They had nice hands and feet, and 
graceful figures. They dressed in good taste, 
had a fair smattering of accomplishments; 
knew nothing whatever of the business of life 
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— ^being taught that it came to an end the 
moment they had hooked a husband; were 
neither "fast" nor "serious;" were "district 
visitors," and looked upon a ball-room as the 
ante-chamber of paradise ; affected the society 
of Curates, and believed in Ofl&cers. In short, 
they were just the sort of girls that are as 
common in society as pebbles on the sea-shore. 

The clever ones in the family were decidedly 
Jane and Bobby : but if there was a question 
about the right of Constance to be considered 
the beauty-daughter, there was none that poor 
Jane was the ugly duckling. She was not 
handsome, certainly. Sometimes her mother 
would sit gazing intently at her whilst occu- 
pied with her drawing or embroidery, or what 
not, and after long and serious contemplation 
would exclaim, " Dear, dear Jane ! how very 
plain you are ! What shall I do with you ?" 
Whereupon Jane — ^who knew very well what 
was passing in the maternal mind — would 
smile, and reply gaily, " Please don't do any- 
thing with me, mamma, darling ; let me stay 
at home and be housekeeper when they have 
all gone." 

It was good to see portly Mrs. Coleman at 
the children's dinner, cutting up the big leg of 
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mutton, and ladling out the big pie for those 
happy, hungry mouths. No Vauxhall style 
of carving hers, I promise you ; and she stood 
up and laboured away at it with a will, till she 
was fairly out of breath. Mr. Coleman was 
permitted to preside at the late dinner; but 
he was no one — inferior to Bobby — at the 
children's repast. 

The first course was just over when Sir 
George Tremlett's letter arrived. 

" Girls, girls !" exclaimed Mrs. Coleman, 
her jolly face radiant with delight, "guess 
who's come home !" 

The girls were generally addressed as an 
assemblage, and the elder division always re- 
plied in chorus, led by Laura. In this way 
they tried in vain the names of several of their 
absent acquaintances, till their mother, who 
was burning to disclose the good news, kept 
them no longer in suspense, and declared that 
it was Steevie. 

*'Not Stephen Frankland!'' gasped Laura, 
turning deadly pale. 

" Captain Stephen Frankland, and no other," 
was the triumphant reply. 

" The deuce !" exclaimed Mr. Coleman. 
" Well, I am glad ! When did he laad ?" 
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" He landed three days ago, and is staying 
at present with some friends in the South; 
Sir Greorge does not say where. He has left 
India on sick leave for two years, and will he 
home on Saturday." 

" The deuce !" reiterated her hushand. 

"I alwath wanted to know," said Bobby, 
" who is that ' deuce' papa talks about so often, 
and now I know — it's Captain Stephen Frank- 
land !'' 

" Hold your tongue, sir !" cried his mother. 

" Coleman," — (this to her husband : she 
always called him by his surname, as though 
he were a boy at school) — " Coleman, if you 
will use such disgraceful language before the 
children, you must take the consequences. 
What your father said, Bobby," she continued, 
turning to the minor offender, " is an exclama- 
tion of surprise. Captain Frankland is a brave 
officer who has been in a great many battles. 
He went out to India before you were bom." 

" The deuce !" exclaimed Bobby, proud of 
his new " exclamation of surprise." 

Everybody roared; and when silence was 
restored, Mrs. Coleman declared that that child 
would drive her mad. " How dare you, sir !" 
she cried, shaking her head at the delinquent, 
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who sat grinning with delight at the ovation 
his wit had received ; " no pudding for you !" 
At this dreadful sentence poor Bobby's exulta- 
tion fell from him like a pinafore, and he began 
to blubber ; whereupon his mother, who was 
his abject slave, relented, and filled his plate 
with damson pie. 

" Well ; but I've not told you all yet," said 
Mrs. Coleman, when she had helped round; 
" Steeve is to have a grand reception at ' The 
Towers,' and Sir George wants me to bring 
the girls over to help him plan the decorations. 
There is to be a triumphal arch, and all sorts 
of things to arrange. Will you go, girls ?" 

Chorus—'' Yes, yes, yes ! What fun it wUl 
be!" 

" WiU you go this afternoon ?" 

Chorus — " Yes, yes, yes ! we are quite ready." 

Solo (Laura) — " May we have the carriage ?" 

Chorus — "Oh yes, dear mamma; may we 
have the carriage ?" 

" You shall have the carriage," Mrs. Cole- 
man replied; "but remember, it will only 
hold four, and I cannot let you go without me. 
Laura, do you want to go ?' 

" Yes, please, mamma.' 

" Very well. Emily's cold is no better, so 
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she must stop at home. Constance can come ; 
— and Jane, you'll he useful I dare say. But, 
love ! I'm forgetting, there wont he room for 
you." 

" Why, mamma, you've only counted three. 
Yourself, Laura, and Con. I " 

" Hush, my love ! I forgot something. Sir 
George particularly requests the assistance of 
Miss Lee. So, Grace dear, you must come 
with us and make the fourth." 

This was addressed to a tall graceful girl, 
with lovahle hrown eyes and glorious auhum 
hair, who sat at the end of the tahle, and had 
not spoken a word since Stephen's name was 
mentioned. 

" I tell you what it is," said Bobhy, stoutly, 
" you girls may go in the carriage — carriages 
are only fit for girls ! I shall ride." 

'*I don't know, sir," said Mrs. Coleman, 
severely, " that I shall let you go at all." 

" The d " Bobby just stopped himself 

in time. 

" Now, what were you going to say, you 
bad, wicked boy?" 

" Please, Mar, it was only an axthclamation 
of thurprise ; but I didn't thay it. I bit the 
end off just as it was coming out. Mayn't I 
ride Spot ?" 
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Bide Spot, his pony ! of course he might. 
He might have jumped on his mother's back 
and ridden her over to " The Towers," if he 
had set his heart upon such a conveyance ! 

The Coleman girls selected as decorators 
left the room in high spirits. When people 
lead quiet country lives it is wonderful what a 
brightening eflfect the smallest unforeseen event 
will have ! They danced along the passage, 
and, " Oh, come along and make haste, you 
dear slow old Grace !" they cried, twining their 
arms round the waist of the silent girl with 
the auburn hair, and trying to gallop with 
her through the hall. They all ran upstairs 
together to get dressed, and Grace, who was 
ready the first, went into Jane's room and 
said, in her quiet way, " Get on your hat, 
dear, I am not going !'' 

" Not going ! Oh, but you must go. Sir 
George particularly asked you." 

" That is one reason why I decline to join 
the party. What is Sir George to me, that I 
should wait upon him because he particularly 
asks me ?" 

" But mamma will be vexed." 

" No, Fanny, she won't," said Grace, with a 
queer little smile. 

VOL. I. o 



104 A TANGLED ^£EIN. 

*' You darling !" Jane exdaJmed, "you're 
giving up y<»ir ^aee to pkase ata.'' 

" Fm giving up my place to please myself. 
Why should I go piickiBg my fiiagefs wilii 
hoUy, and making my dress in unobess building 
triumphant arches for a man whom I nevw 
saw, and whom I rather dislike,.&om whiij: 
have heard of him ?*' 

"Oh, Grace, what have you lieard ..agamii 
Captain FranklandP" 

"SimplyiMs. Thai having beaa a^yjfor 
I don't know how many years in India^.the 
first thing he does on his return is to go and 
visit .some friends instead of coming home to 
his father! Ah, Janey," she added, in a 
saddened voice, "if my fsufcher were :aiiv^do 
you thiuk tixat all the Mends in the wodd 
would keep me from him for a. moment a&er 
such an absence? Bat it is just like a ^Trem- 
lett ! Heaven help ua! We'ue gmng to he 
plagued with two of them now instcsnl of 



one." 






BBt,v^b:ace,ihe C^>twi is n^ aJEsemlfittuf^ 
He is half one, just as his preciow }ax>tiiiH 

is half a FranMand. I dare say iihere'smot a 

pin to- choofie between tibem.^' 
" Oh no, dear ; Laura says- " 
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'^ Well, never xxiiiid what Laaura says. It's 
no use taUdng to me about it. I am sure that 
I shaJl hate ihk soldier, Joney, and I won't 
g3o — there !" 

It was not <^n that Grace Lee refused to 
lb what she was asked, but when she did, 
ifaere was no moving her. So Jane took her 
place in the carriage, which was soon at the 
iioor; and to tell truth, good Mrs. Coleman 
wafi not sorry for the change. She was a little 
JealouBof Grace. If she had known that the 
cfidghtened Httle orphan child, whom she had 
uoonsented four years ago to adopt and educate 
^with her own girls, was going to turn out so 
much more beautiful and clever than the best 
of them, I do not think that Girace would ever 
^ve entered the doors of Buxton Court. It 
:^ Imrd tipou a mother, with three marriage- 
able daughters in esse, and as many in po9se^ 
to have a wazd who outshone them in every 
Mspect. 

^'But, darling Grace," said Laura, as she 
settled hersetf and her flounces in the front 
seat of the carnage, ''what are you going to 
ido whakt we axe away?'' 

''I shall go down to the village and see 
how Mrs. Kedger is,'' replied Grace* 

o2 
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" Oh, that horrid old creature ! How can 
you go near her ? I beheve she is a witch." 

"So do I, dear," replied Grrace, demurely, 
" and that is the reason I like her so much. 
If I can only persuade her to lend me her 
broomstick, I will fly after you, and build 
your triumphant arch out of a cabbage-stalk. 
That will be capital fan. Won't it, Doggie ?" 

The last observation was addressed to an 
apparition which burst out of the stable-yard, 
and jumped upon Miss Lee, with several yelps 
of delight ; and as she stooped to caress it, the 
carriage-full of laughing girls drove off, accom-' 
panied by Bobby, mounted upon a shaggy 
Shetland pony, as outrider. 

The faithftd historian is bound to admit, that 
Doggie was a dreadful cur. His body was too 
long, his legs were too short, and he carried 
his tail in a dejected and apologetic manner. 
His eyes were much too small for his head, and 
his coat gave you the idea that he had casu^y 
swallowed a weU-used scrubbing-brush, which 
had taken root and sprouted through the skiJaL 
He was moreover a contemptible = coward. I 
doubt if he dared look a good-sized bluebottle 
in the fece ; and as for a gun ! — ^if you put a 
steel pen up to your shoulder, in sporting 
fashion, he would run a mile from it. 
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He was acquired in this wise: The first 
time Grace Lee had passed through Durmstone, 
after her arrival at Ruxton Court, she had 
called with Mrs. Coleman at a cottage, on some 
charitable errand, and at an adjacent pond saw 
two boys engaged in the very proper occupa- 
tion of drowning the blind pup which subse- 
quently was developed into Doggie. She 
rushed at them, boxed both their ears ; and 
plunging her arm, lace sleeve and all, into thie 
Bbiuddy water, rescued the victim ; and being 
made much fun of for her championship of so 
ill-bred a specimen of dogdom, stuck to him 
faithfully and reared him as a pet. Gerty 
Treheme was quite right when she said that 
this young lady was, " Oh ! so queer.'' Who 
ever heard of a dog being called " Doggie" as 
a name ? The only redeeming point about the 
beast was his affection for his mistress ; but 
this was not much to his credit, for it was the 
easiest thing in the world to love Grace Lee 
as soon as you knew her, although she was " so 
queer." See her now, dancing along the mea- 
ido ws, that Doggie may run after her and bark — 
a very child in heart — full of life, and fun, and 
kindness ! It was all humbug her refusing to 
go with the girls to Tremlett Towers because 
she did not want to prick her fingers with holly. 
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and rmke herself into a mess building the 
triumphant arch. She would have torn her 
pretty fingers to the bone to give any one 
pleasure. In the first place, she saw that Jane 
was pained at being left out of Uie party ; in 
the second, people had given her all the credit 
for decorating the church, and so she wanted 
the girls to have the opportunity now of dis- 
tinguishing themselves ; and in the third place, 
she had promised to visit a drunken old hag, 
and read the Book of Books to her, and would 
not disappoint the poor conscience-stricken 
vrretch to be appointed designer in chief of 
triumphant arches to all the heroes in the 
British Army. 

So she spent that summer afternoon with 
her ugly cur and still more repulsive penitent,, 
whilst the Coleman girls designed festoons of 
laurel and evergreens for the gay ceremony that 
was to take place at "The Towers'* when 
Stephen Frankland came home. 
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CHAPTEE Vin. 



MTE. BRANDRON's LEGACY. 



On the morning that Stephen Prankknd sought 
Mr. Braaidron. at " The Wells," and found him 
not, a farm-bailiff, passing through West- 
bozongh wood, missed his dog. He called and 
whistled ; hut without eflfect. He turned back 
towards where he had last seen the animal, and 
foimd him in a state of fierce excitement, trying 
to force his way into the old sawpit* Conclud- 
ing, that a rat or rabbit was in hiding beneath, 
axtdfond of a bii of sport, the man encouraged 
his. terrier;, and having knocked aside one of 
the rotting and moss-grown timbers, knelt 
down and looked into the hole. It seemed to 
be about eight feet deep. The bottom was 
covered with water ; and crouched up in one 
comer was something black, which the bailiff 
eould not at first make out — ^but the dog barked 
at it furiously. The bailiff quickly stripped 
off the rest of the covering, and let daylight 
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into the pit. The black object which crouched 
in the comer was then disclosed, and the man, 
thinking that it was some one hiding there for 
an improper purpose, called to him to come 
out; but there was no movement or reply. 
The position of the body was precisely that 
which a beaten child or disabled person would 
assume to escape further maltreatment. There 
it lay, crouched in a comer, the limbs all hud- 
dled up together, the head bent, face down- 
wards, and the arm thrown over the top, as 
though to ward off a blow. A second glance 
showed the bailiff that the blow had not been 
avoided. He jumped into the pit and tried to 
raise the body. It was to him the body of a 
dead man — ^the face and hands stone cold, no 
blood in the lips, and a flutter at the heart so 
faint and fitful, that his kindly but unskilled 
touch could detect no sign of life. Leaving 
the wounded man as he had found him, he 
sprang out of the pit, rushed to the village, 
and gave the alarm. A gate was lifted from 
its hinges, and the mangled, helpless lump of 
human clay, that once was John Everett 
Brandron, they laid thereon — ^rough fellows as 
they were — ^with no ungentle hands, and carried 
him slowly to the Inn. The police were sent 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 201 

for, and a surgeon; the latter had arrived 
^.bout half an hour when Stephen Frankland 
cm^e in from his fruitless errand. 

This practitioner had served in the army, 
gad was a shrewd, quick-witted man ; and what 
he had to say when he drew Stephen aside 
w^ soon spoken. He Iboked him full in the 
face, and asked where he had been all yester- 
day ? Stephen had not the faintest idea that 
suspicion had rested upon him, and conse- 
quently gave a brief and unstudied account of 
his movements, which was so obviously truth- 
ful, that the surgeon apologized for his abrupt 
question, and saw at once that Stephen was 
bis natural ally. 

"This is no common robber's work," he 
said ; " and your business and mine is, first of 
all, to try our best to save the poor gentleman's 
life, and next to have a Magistrate at hand 
ready to hear anything he may have to say, if 
he should ever regain consciousness. So, do 
you take my gig, drive as hard as the mare 
will carry you to ' The Wells,' and ask any one 
to direct you to Mr. Grove, the surgeon. See 
his son — ^his son, mind, not the old man ; tell 
him to pack up everything necessary for rais- 
ing a fracture of the skull, and bring him back 
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here. On your way out, tell one of tiiose useless, 
gaping idiots in blue coats to go for the neansfe 
Justice of the Peace, and bid the otheors seanab 
about near where the body was found ion the 
weapon that has been used, and. foot traek^ 
before half the village overrun the plaee and 
obHterate all traces. Now, pray start at ono^ 
without questioning. Question afb^nvaeds^ 
when there is noiMng else to do.*' 

Stephen was not a man to disobey ordera 
from one who had a right to give them ; and 
although still half dizzy with afitonishment^ 
and burning with anxiety to ask a score of 
things concerning the finding of the body — 
for the bare fact that it had been found in the 
old sawpit was aU he knew as yet — he lost not 
a moment in carrying out Mr. Hillyard's 
instructions, and returned with young Mr, 
Grove and the instruments some half hour 
sooner than expected. He did not spare tha 
flea-bitten grey, and that thorough-bred screw 
had carried him along bravely. 

Meanwhile, Brandon lay without sense or 
motion on the bed where they had placed hinu 
His skull was beaten in; his right arm was 
broken as by a heavy blow from a club or 
bludgeon; he had bled profusely from his 
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WOTndlr, and had hott been twenty-four honw 
wxtiborat food. The operation of trepanning 
mB performed as it were npon a corpse, and 
Omdk midmghir-restoratiyes having been ad- 

im ejet^ and cast a terrified glance at those 
who stood around. It fell — ^last of all — on 
Stephen FraoMand, who sat close to the head 
of aie couch; changed to a vague stare; rested 
upon him for a while ; and then flashed into a 
look of intelligence and reUef ; upon which the 
heavy eyeUds fell for anotiier long hour, when 
Hie wonnded man stretched forth his sound 
arm and felt about towards the place where 
Stephen had been sitting. 

The surgeons — who had never both left the 
room— saw the movement, and divined its 
motive* "Go to him — softly now!'* they 
whiiq>ered to Stephen, who was standing by 
^e window gazing out into the summer night, 
"he wants you." They had noticed the change 
of his expression when his eyes feU on the 
young soldier, and knew that consciousness 
was now returning. Stephen sprang lightly 
to the bed-side and took Brandron's hand. In- 
stantly his eyes opened, with the old look of 
confidence upon tiiem ; his grasp tightened on 
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Stephen's strong brown palm, and never released 
it till soul and clay had parted. Bestorativ66 
were again administered, and his lips soon Ife- 
gan to move as though he were speakiiigi 
Stephen bent down his ear very close, to try 
and catch the sound ; but the utterance W2& 
disjoined and thick. All he could make out 
was the word " deceived," repeated very often. 
Shortly after daybreak the sounds became 
more iarticulate, although the words frequently 
began and ended in a moan. " Deceived!'* 
he murmured again and again — " deceived after 
twenty years ! We were suckled at the sam6 
breast, but thank God no blood of mine move^ 
in your veins. Twenty years ! Did I not tell 
you how it would end ? Did I not warn you 
that the truth could not be hid — ^that it would 
grow, and grow, and grow, till it burst through 
the network of lies, and fraud, and plotting, in 
which you thought to imprison it, and would 
hunt you like a felon at the last ? And it is 
so ! Twenty years ! And then the weakest 
of your dupes — the least trusted of them all — 
conscience-smitten, gives the clue which brings 
me here to ask — to demand, justice ! I say 
that justice shall be done — ^raark me ! shall. 
Deny it, obstruct it for another month, and 
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iieither your title nor your wealth shall save 
you from the hulks. You will do justice ! 
"Vyill you swear it? Well, I will not be 
ungenerous and say that you cannot help it 
now ; but I cannot trust you. No, no, no ! 
No trust between us. No ! Twenty years, 
^d all the time deceived — deceived. No 
trust ! Never, never any more — ^never — 
never !'* And then the voice of the sufferer 
fell, and died away into a low incessant moan- 
ing that made Stephen's heart bleed to hear. 

Towards morning a great change came over 
Brandron. Unassisted, he turned half round 
on /the bed towards Stephen, and looked about 
him with a perfectly calm expression, and said 
firmly, "Lift me up." They did so slightly, and 
raised his wounded head with more pillows. 
'* Now some wine." The surgeons filled a 
glass with a drug, the powerful odour of which 
I have . learned to associate with death, and 
gave it to him at his lips. Then again he 
spoke with increased firmness and said, 
" I wish to be alone with Captain Eranfcland; 
I wish no one to remain within hearing.'* * 

Mr. Hjtllyard whispered a .word or two in 
Stephen's ear, and then left the room, accom- 
panied by the younger surgeon. Stqdien then 



^ 
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knelt on the floor beside the bed^^Eo tfast 
lips should be on a level m&. the soSesrer'sMV^ 
and said — 

Can you iear what I say ?'* 
Yes/' 

"Do you wish to speak xespectiiig ite 

xxmr respecting what has happ^M^.te 

you?" 

"Yes; listen.'' 

" One moment. Youimayinot have sirenglk 
to say what you wish tvriuee jover. A Jifogifti- 
trate is expected lo be here very iditttlj. Will 
you wait tiU he comes?" 

*^ No, no, no ; I will see no Magt^EBot^^ was 
the reply* 

" Then the ruffian who has aamifed you m»f 
escape* 

^' Let him, for her sake, for Jisr deaEur mother^si 
sake; let him/' said BrandnHi eagerly. '^'I 
will have no pursuit, no prosecution, no es«- 
posure for her sake." 

, ''Do you think it ri^t to obskucfctisB 
csourse of justLoe ? " 

'' Eight or wrong, I wiU do m. Hanm 
aiat.I have little time to spare, and speaking 
psinB jne. Pray Id; this paos. I tell you 
plainly, Stephen BrauHamj, tibat jwl shall root 
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get o&e word out of me to compromise that 
pmxk — ^not for his sake, ihoagh. Now listen^ 
I hare met the person whom I expected/' 

" And havB Mien by his hand? " 

"I do not say so/VrepliedSrandron cpiickly. 
^tMsak me well^ and xemember, through all 
tii^;fdJowSy I do<not say so — I accuse no one. 
I find I cannot speak to you as I thought I 
could. Why trouble the mind of a dying man 
*ith thoughts of vengeance? Vengeance is 
net mine." 

^'But justice is," said Stephen; "andthia 
fearful crime " 

"Seems to me," Brandron interrupted, "as 
the work iof Providence. I am asaerushed 
wona^ wxitfaing out my last agony; but I 
think 1 see the finger of God in this* I could 
BiOt ;ha¥e done all that should be done. I could 
not haare made, and seen her, happy. Twenty 
yeai£ a,go it might have he&L; hvA nma — ^No, 
no ! She would mistrust me to the end. 
Btepheai Prankland, you are youngi^ond honest ; 
brave and tei^der-heorted. You will take my 
pjbae, will you not^and do what! should have 
desne?" 
> "IwiUdoaiiytiHng'and.eierjrthing^^ 

cm^ talLme^ of whom do jmLSj^^&f 
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" Of the only woman I ever loved, and of 
her child; but before I say another word, 
swear to me, as you hope for mercy when you 
are as I am, that you will not divulge one 
word of what I say, neither will you let it be 
known that I have said anything, or use what 
I do say, directly or indirectly, for any other 
purpose than that for which it is said. Why 
do you not reply ? Why this hesitation ? *' - 

" Because," Stephen replied, " I hope you 
will think better of this ; because — ^let me be 
candid with you — I think you are not well 
enough to be able to consider the fuU ejSect of 
what you do. You may repent of having cox]^ 
Med in me. Wait a few days, until you «re 
calmer and stronger, and in the mean time-r-*' 

** In a few days, Stephen Frankland, I shall 
be a dead man," said Brandron, in a solemn tone. 
'* Nay, it's no use shaking your head and try- 
ing to smile. Did I not tell you that I had a 
presentiment of what would happen ? And do 
you think the work has been left incomplete ? 
I am quite calm, quite sensible, now. I see 
by the lighting up of your honest face that 
you think this a good sign. You are mistaken ; 
it is the calin which precedes the storm — ^the 
last flare of the lamp before it is extinguished. 
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Iiet US talk of hours, my boy, not days. In a 
few hours I shall be delirious ; even now I 
fancy that things which should not move are 
moving all about me ; and that faces that no 
one on earth can see are watching me from 
every darkened corner. In a few hours more 
I shall be silent for ever ; therefore, hear me 
whikt you can. I have not been delirious yety 
Stephen?" — he added quickly, as though a 
tiumght had suddenly struck him. 

"You have been wandering a little — ^not 
much." 

" But have I said anything — anything that 
you could understand ?" 

" You have been speaking ; and I tell you 
frankly that I paid great attention to your 
words, disjointed though they were." 

Brandron groaned aloud — ^not with bodily 
pi^in. 

** Did I mention names ?" 

"No." 

"Thank God! Did I speak of the of 

what happened to me ?" 

" You did." 

" Oh, Frankland, tell me what I said — all — 
all — ^as you are a true man." 

" I will ; your words were often repeated, 

VOL, I. p 
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and your sentences confiised. It will be best 
for me to tell you, not what you said, but what 
I ga^thered from it/' 

'* Yes, yes ; pray go on/' 

"I gathered that you had been deceived 
by some one for twenty years ; that there was 
a secret between you which was in part 
shared by another; that this person lately 
divulged the truth, and I conclude that it is 
the discovery of this that has brought yoli 
from India/' 

" You are right, so far — go on/' 

"I gather also," Stephen continued, "that 
you met this man who had deceived you, here, 
in Westborough. That he is a person of rank 
and position, and your foster-brother/' 

A deadly pallor spread over Brandron's fiice, 
and again he moaned aloud. 

"And finally, that the act of justice which 
you have undertaken to perform was intended 
to redress an injury which this man has done 
to one whom you loved long ago/* 

" Did others hear aH this ?" 

" I cannot say. Mr. Hillyard and his young 
assistant were within earshot the whole time 
you were speaking, and the landlady a part ; but 
I do not think that they paid much attention 
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io wJiat you said, treating it as mere wander- 
iag talk. They had not the cause for 
iiEtening that I had/' 

" You are sttre that I mentioned no names ?'' 

" Quite sure." 

^VAnd you have told me all that I have 
di^nilged and you suspect ?" 

"I suspect — dn short, I am convinced — ^that 
&jt msji who met you here by appointment is 
;tiie isdllain who has tried to murder you. I 
know nothing further. I would to Heaven I 
did ! It is monstrous that sudh a crime should 
go unpunished. Tour forbearance towards 
ladm is wonderful ; but, mark my words, the 
police are on his track, and he will be discovered 
sooner or later." 

" If they ever discover him — and I pray God, 
Stephen Frankland, they never may," said 
JBrandron, solemnly — " remember what I said 
just now. I make no accusation against him. 
If you will obey my last request, you will not 
attempt to find out who and what 1^ is ; but, 
mark me, not one word shall pass my lips until 
y^ou Im^se sworn — ^no, I will not ask you to 
swear— uirial you have promised as a gentleman, 
a soldier, and a fiiend, to use the knowledge 
you have already gained* and that which I 

p2 
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^hall impart presently, for no other purpose 
than the one — ^to carry out one act of justice." 

"Let me tell you one thing more/' said 
Stephen, "before you proceed any further. 
By sealing my lips, you by no means prevent 
detection by others. In inquiring for you, on 
my return from Kemden, I made it known 
that you had met some one — ^indeed, you wei*e 
seen to leave this house with him. He spoke 
to some boys in the village, and they will b^ 
able to describe and identify him." Stephen 
expected that this news would have a grea^ 
effect upon Brandron, and he communicated it 
slowly, and with caution. Brandron only 
smiled. 

"I am quite content," he said, "to take 
your promise of secrecy, and leave all else to 
Providence. But this I do authorize," he con- 
tinued after a pause, a flash of anger lighting 
up his eyes, " if — ^if this man of whom we have 
been speaking refuse to do justice, or delays it, 
let my blood be upon his head — ^let the dog 
swing — ^let the gallows have its own ! But no 
shame, no exposure, upon her ; no punishment 
upon him, if he will do justice. Promise me 

that, promise " But the excitement caused 

by the revival of old memories, and the exer- 
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idon of speaking, proved too much for the 
wounded man, and he sank back upon the^ 
pillow, and soon began to moan and wander as 
before. " Yes," he murmured, " you will do 
justice at last. Why did you ever delay it? 
I told you that the secret never could be hid. 
Twenty years ! Poor child ! poor little child ! 
You told me she was dead, and that was true. 
What ? You will do it to keep the old blood 
pure and unstained ! Is a felon's blood pure 
aad unstained ? Away with such cursed pride I 
Here, down in that wood, we can talk un- 
observed. Come, foUow me. Dead ! yes, dead 
years ago— but justice. Ah! cruel, treacherous 
to the end ! Where is Frankland — ^where, 
where ? Do not leave me again ; I am very 
weak — very, very weak ; and my brain's on 
fire. Give me more of that drink.'* 

" I do not know that I may," said Stephen, 
bending over him. " Let me caU Hillyard ?" 

" No, no ! I pray you do not leave me ! 
Give me the drink !" he added, almost fiercely : 
•*what does it matter if it does make life bum 
away the quicker? It gives me — strength, 
to— speak, and speak I must, and will." 

The two surgeons entered the room as he 
spoke, and a meaning look passed between 
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them as they saw the change that had come 
over his expression. 

"Oh, yes/* said Hillyard, in teply to 
Stephen's question, " you may gire him any- 
thing and everything he fencies, now. Bfr.. 
Somers, the magistrate, has come, and also the 
chief constable of the county. Will he see 
them ?" 

The words were spoken ahnost in a whisper, 
but Brandron heard them, and replied for him- 
self " I will see no one,'* he said, dowly ami 
with much firmness. "I thaak you^ afl for 
what you have done for me, but I wish to be 
left alone with Captain Frankland— quite aloiro. 
Please to give me some more of tiiat drink, 
which strengthens me, and then leave me with 
my friend." 

They did as he desired, and quitted the 
room. 

" Axe they gone — all gone ?" he a^ed. 

Stephen assured him that they had. 

"And yet,'^ Brandron cewtmued, gazisg 
fixedly towards the foot of the bed, ^^ I see her 
sitting there as plainly as on tissufa fatal ni^lA, 
with her dear eyes fall of teaiss anBDd h«r bonme 
young cheeks aU ploughed and sunken with 
sorrow. You need not tell me it is a dektsicMi^ 
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I know it is — ^and more, a warning. Yes, 

jnstice sliall be done. You will take But, 

stop ; this must be done in proper form. Please 
call in Mr.Hilljard once more. Do not leave 
me— call." 

Stephen called, and in a moment a quick 
step was heard on the stair, and the surgeon 
in the room, eagerly inquiring what had hap- 
pened. 

" I only want you to witness what I say. 
I believe that the law allows a dying man to 
make a gift without going through the formality 
of a deed or wiU. I am a dying man, Mr. 
HiUyard." 

The surgeon made no reply, but turned his 
&ce aside. 

" I therefore call you to witness that I give 
Captain Frankland my desk, and aD. that it 
contains, together with any papers of mine that 
may be found here. Also, I give him all the 
property belonging to me now on its way from 
India. Let my desk and papers be brought 
np to me now, that I may formally hand over 
ihe bills of lading relating to Hiose goods. 
There is nothing of any value,*' he added, as 
Hillyard left the room ; " but I will have no 
fitrangers prying into my afl&drs." 
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The desk and papers, which Stephen had 
sealed up, were brought, and formally given 
to him by Brandron. He then bade them 
bring his pocket-book, which he said would 
be found in the breast-pocket of the coat 
he had worn. They searched, but could not 
find it ; and in a few mmutes he seemed ta 
have forgotten his request, and again begged to 
be left alone with Frankland. 

" Is it evening yet ?" he asked, when the 
door had closed upon the surgeon. " It is very 
dark !" 

A glorious summer sun, shining in a blue, 
cloudless sky, was streaming upon the darkened 
window, upon the honeysuckle that clustered 
round it, upon the birds that were singing in 
the golden laburnum, and the flowers that were 
opening in the garden below— streaming upon 
the ripening harvest, upon meadow, stream, 
and fen, striking the teeming earth as it were 
with a magic wand, and bidding her increase 
come forth and flourish — streaming upon 
cattle standing knee-deep in babbling brooks ; 
flickering through thickets, and marking 
the trees with chequered light and shade, 
varying ceaselessly, as the bows waved slowly 
in the lazy summer breeze — ^blazing upon 
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weaary travellers painfully plodding along the 
dusty road ; upon sturdy vagrants fast asleep, 
stretched at full length, face downwards, upon 
its grassy margin; upon timid little leverets, 
that stole out of their nest in the tangled 
hedgerow to bask in its enlivening rays. It 
shone upon snakes and creeping things that 
writhed out of darksome places to greet it; 
upon man m his strength, and woman in her 
beauty; and upon a thousand insect forms, 
beautiful and loathsome, that had no life in 
the morning, and would be dead before the 
eve* Stephen Frankland gently released his 
hand from Brandron's grasp, and having 
partly unclosed the shutter which darkened 
the chamber of death, the sunlight surged in 
like a wave, and filled it. 

" Do not leave me again !" Brandron said 
when he had resumed his seat; "I cannot 
bear being left here helpless and alone, 
amongst all these strange people. As long as 
I hold your hand I know that you are not one 
of them, but when I loose it I seem to be 
sinking back into an ocean full of horrors. 
Why is it so very dark?" 

"I am afraid the light has dazzled you; 
shall I draw the curtain ?" 
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" I think not. There is something white 
over there ; is that the Kght ?" 

" Oh, yes. Is it too bright for you ?" 

" No, not too bright ; only it flows over hear 
like a veil» and hides her features. I am not 
afraid that he will come whilst she sits there, 
Frankland ; but promise me^ that if I should 
begin to say things that you cannot under- 
stand — not to you, I mean to some one 
else — you will clear the room, and let no one 
hear." 

Stephen gave the required pledge, to quiet, 
as he hoped, the wounded man in his approach- 
ing delirium. He did not know then of that 
marvellous duaUty of the human mind which 
creates in it two thoughts— the one rational, 
and the other irrational — ^upon the same 
subjects Brandron's insane thought was, that 
a female figure was seated at the foot of his 
bed, and that other phantoms might appear, 
when she departed, to whom he would say 
something; and his sane thought was» that 
this something, whatever it might be, should 
not be overheard by the surgeons, the land- 
lady, and other real persons, whom he knew 
would probably be in the chamber from time 
to time. 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 219 

Through all he said his manner was per- 
fectly calm and collected until the very last, 
and he seemed to be aware that his delusions 
mere delusions, and by an effort of will re- 
strained himself in a great measure from 
giving way to them. 

" Tell me," he said, *' what we were speak- 
ing of before I sent for my desk and papers ?" 
Yon were asking me,'* Stephen repKed, 
to promise that I would compel the per- 
formance of some act of justice, when you are 
i n case you become unable to do so your- 
sdf ; and I was urging " 
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" Yes, I know. You want me to give inUwr- 
mation as to who struck me down in the 
wood, and you have had your answer. I can 
remember that. Did you notice the look she 
gave me when I asked the doctor if I was not 
dying? But I forgot. You see only the 
light as it streams through the window ; you 
do not see her sitting in tl]« midst of it, wait- 
ing for me with that dear, sad, patient smile. 
Was it not enough for him that she should be 
hftppy — ^thai she should lead the life that to 
her was the pleasantest and best? Why 
should he ^^ in with his cursed pride — his 
vain ambition, and blight her in her prime ? 
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Oh, Frankland, Frankland, for God's sake, 
help me to keep my mind upon the one point ! 
Stop me when I begin to wander thus. Caii 
it be that it is too late ? Everything seems 
so dark, and the events of yesterday and those 
of twenty years ago are tangled up together 
so, that I am lost amongst them." 

"Will not these letters help to disclose 
what you wish me to know ?" Stephen inquired. 
"I found them scattered over the table in 
your sitting-room, and sealed them up thus.** 

" That was good — ^that was kind ; I see you 

will act faithfully, and she Look, look, how 

she is smiling upon you !" 

" You are mistaken ; no one is there," saiid 
Stephen ; " think only of the letters" — ^and he 
opened the packet and spread out its contents 
on the coverlet, as well as he could, with one 
hand ; " try and fix your attention on these. 
Am I to read them?" 

"Yes; but not now. Precious moments 
are wasting fast. Put them away, and read 
them all hereafter." 

Stephen Frankland quickly gathered them 
together, and thrust them into the desk ; but, 
as he did so, could not help remarking that 
one was folded in a very rough and peculiar 
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manner^ and that the broken seal bore an 
impression of the top of a thimble. Had the 
stately head butler from Tremlett Towers been 
present, he would have recognised in that 
epistle a very near relation of the one which 
had arrived for his master on the day when he 
left home " on business.'* 

"Belying on my own powers/' Brandron 
continued, " and in a moment of foolish con- 
fidence, I trusted him — ^you know of whom I 
speak — and destroyed many papers, which are 
miimportant for my own guidance, but which 
would be valuable for yours. One that would 
have told you all, I burnt the moment before 
I saw him approaching the Inn. No, no," he 
cried suddenly, turning a quick glance towards 
the light, " not that — oh, no ! That is safe 
with the others in the packet! Safe? Oh, 
Heavens! Is this real? or a delusion? I 
could not have told him where it was, and yet 
bis manner was so plausible, and he so 
solemnly vowed to do what I should direct, 

that I Oh, God, help us if I = have told 

him where that packet is to be found 1" 

. " If you wiU tell me where it is," said Ste- 
phen, " I will take care that no improper use 
is made of it. If you will tell me the name of 
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the person who is interested in obtaining it, I 
wiU do my best to get it from him, act npom 
its contents as yoa may desire, or destroy it 
nnread." 

Frankland's anxiety and snsp^ise w^re noiv 
becoming almost nnbearable. Par Ikrus a 
secret, which he knew mnst be a terrible one, 
had been trembling npon the lips of his friend^ 
and was still unreveakd. jQie shadow of 
death was falling rapidly npon hia^ 
his intellect, and threatening to put ths 
of the grave upon the revelation whidk he was 
struggling in vain to make. His voice had 
been very weak, and his worcis — ^whieh fol- 
lowed each other slowly — ^were pronounced 
with an effort that became greater and mc»re 
painful as he proceeded. The change too 
which Mr. Hillyard had noticed in his features 
had deepened, and was plain enough now to 
the unskilled but sorrowing eyes of Stephen 
Frankland. Again and again did he repeat 
his questions respecting the important packet. 
Brandron heeded him not, but addressed him-' 
self exclusively to the figure which he* sup- 
posed to be seated in the sunli^ praying her 
to forgive him for some neglect that he had 
been guilty of, and imploring her to watch 
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over the papers, as he — ^the unknown author 
of her wrongs — ^would not dare to lay a hand 
upon them if she were by. The shock of the 
real impression that he had revealed their 
hiding-place, so suddenly brought upon his 
mind, had over-balanced his weakened and 
Mling Acuities, and made it wander more than 
ever. His head fell back heavily upon his 
pillow, his eyes closed, and he babbled vaguely 
about this hidden packet. '* Come, come,*' he 
murmtired, "follow me quickly, lest he get 
there first. Now, then — ^no, not there, wo- 
man ! Not in the cabinet ; it is opened every 
day, and some one might find them. We 
must get them away out of this cursed house 
altogetJier ; but you are watched, and so am I, 
and we must find a place of safety for them 
till we are free. See! thrust them in here, 
for the present at any rate, till we can find a 
better place.'* 

Stephen saw in a moment what this meant. 
Brandron had begun by imagining that he was 
seeking the concealed papers ; but by a very 
natural process his memory flashed back to 
the moment in which he had hidden them. 
Stephen resolved to fix it there. 

"Tell me/' he said, "who it is who holds 
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the packet, and was about to place it in the 
cabinet when you prevented her ?" 

" Sarah Alston — ^no ! not Alston ; she was 
married then. Sarah — Sarah," he repeated the 
name, trying in vain to recollect some other, . 
— "Sarah — Sarah — Alston. Yes, I know. 
Ton were faithless after all, and repented after 
all. Twenty years ! until " 

"When you prevented Sarah Alston from 
placing the papers in the cabinet/' Stephen 
interrupted, seeing that his mind was wander- 
ing from the point, " where did you tell her to 
thrust them?" 

" There was a loose board in the wainscot- 
ing. We dropped them into a hole behind it ; 
and I fastened it up that night as well as I 
could when the house was quiet." 

" What house ?" asked Frankland, quickly. 

" The house he took her to when she fled. 
The house where the child was bom." 

" Do you mean where the child's father took 
her?" 

"Yes." 

" Was he her husband ?" 

Brandron started from the state of trance in 
which he had answered the previous questions, 
and with flashing eyes, cried — 
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'* Who dares deny it ? Husband ! Ay, 
that he was, in the sight of God, and accord- 
ing to the strictest laws of man. The proofs 
are there — ^there, I tell you !" 

" Tell me his name, and that of his wife's 
fether, at once,'' said Frankland, " for I think 

lean guess " 

"Hush! guess nothing. The papers wiU 
tell you all. Tou must get them. Promise 
^d'you win get them." 

^^I do. Now tell me exactly where they 
are.*' 

"Tap the skirting-board till it sounds hol- 
low, and then take out the panel. They are 
within reach of your right arm behind." 

"And the room in which this panel is — 
where is that ?" 

" Over the armoury at the end of the cor- 
ridor that runs along the far side of the hall 
as you mount the staircase. Not the chamber 
to the right — ^the one straight on. You can- 
not mistake it. It is hung with tapestry to 
within about four feet of the ground. The 
wainscoting is dark oak; so is the cabinet. 
There is an old-fashioned mirror with a suit of 
armour on each side of it, facing the window. 
I see it now ! She sat by that window just as 
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she is sitting there, waiting for his return; 
and I knew '' 



" You must tell me the name of the house 
in which this room is, and in what part of 
England it is to be found/' 

" that he would never come back B^gsia 

to brighten your dear eyes," Brandron con- 
tinued, not heeding him, and speaking again 
towards where the sunlight streamed tkrough 
the casement ; " never, never ; but justice shall 
be done at last." 

" Not unless the papers are found," said 
Stephen, trying to turn his thoughts back into 
tlie old channel ; " and if this person to whom 
you think that you have conMed their where- 
abouts should get possession of them ** 

" He must not !" cried Brandron, eagerly. 
'^ You must discover and protect them. You 
must go and get them, but not until — — ^Not 
now — ^not for a little while longer." 

" I will ; I promise you on my word, as a 
soldier and a man, that I will; only teU me 
where are they ? I mean where " 

"Oh, will you not hear?" the suflferer re- 
plied, in an impatient tone. " In the tapestry 
chamber over the armoury, close to the floor — 
there, there !" and with a great efibrt he raised 
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Mmself into a sitting posture on the bed, and 
releasing Frankland's liand, which he had held 
tightly clasped all the time^ pointed into a 
corner of the room between the i&replace and 
the door. At this moment a cloud passed 
^yer the sun, and the light which had blazed 
in through the window faded away. Bran- 
dron turned his eyes and watched it, with a 
strange sweet smile upon his lips, as the rays 
were quenched. Then, as the room graduaUy 
-darkened, he sank slowly backwards into Ste- 
phen's arms. 

" I see the very spot," he said, " and I shall 
know the room amongst a. thousand. Only 
one word more. The name of the house is '* 

" Mangerton Chase !" 

" In this county ?'' 

Brandron's eyes closed again ; his head fell 
heayily on Stephen's shoulder just as the last 
beam of sunlight vanished. " She has gone," 
he murmured ; " let me rest." 

" In a moment you shall. These papers are 
hidden behind the panelling in the room over 
the armoury at Mangerton Chase, and Man- 
gerton Chase is Where? pray speak. 

Say what town or county. How else shall I 
ever find it ? Will any of these letters tell me ?" 

q2 
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He repeated these questions several times, 
but received no reply. Gently lie relaxed his 
support, and let Brandron sink back upon his 
piUows. 

He had remained thus motionless and 
speechless, with the smile I have mentionedl 
still upon his lips, and breathing softly, for 
some ten minutes, when some one knocked at 
the door. Stephen rose, and having opened it, 
found the landlady outside with a tray fall of 
good things which she had brought for his 
dinner. 

"Now, do 'e, sir, take something! TouVe 
had no breakfast, and no supper last night. 
I've roasted a nice chicken, and got some prime 
cider for you. Now, do 'e let me lay it out ! 
The look of it will make you hungry." 

Stephen had not thought about being 
hungry, or, indeed, of anything else than his 
friend, but the savoury odours which steamed 
up as the good woman raised the cover of her 
dish reminded him that he had not tasted food 
for nearly twelve hours. He therefore let his 
liostess into the room. 

" And how is the poor gentleman, now ?" 
she asked, as she deposited her tray on the 
table. " Sleeping, I do declare ! as quietly as 
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a child. Well ; that is good ! But maybe we 
might wake him with the clatter of the things^ 
Let me take 'em dowii again, sir; and you 
have your dinner in the parlour. Mr. 
Hillyard is coming up, and will watch in your 
place." . 

" She's quite right," said the surgeon, in a 
whisper. " You will be ill if you do not take 
some rest and refreshment. Go down, and I 
will relieve you. This sleep is a very good 
sign, and I hope it may last for many hours ; 
but I give you my word that I will call you 
the moment that he begins to wake." 

So Stephen went down, and made short work 
of the chicken, for he was half famished, as he 
found as soon as the excitement which had 
hitherto kept him up abated. Then, his 
hunger appeased, he felt tired and heavy-eyed, 
and having thrown himself back on the sofa, 
in two minutes was fast asleep. 

He started awake after having slept, as he 
supposed, about half an hour, and found that 
it was night. The next moment he was spring- 
ing up the stairs that led to Brandron's room, 
and was about to enter, when the landlady 
came out and stopped him. 

" Don't 'e go in just now, sir," she said. 
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with her apron to her eyes ; " they Ve not done 
yet !» 

" In Heaven^s name ! done what ?" 

" Haven t Master HiUyard told 'e then?" 
she asked, in a tone of surprise. 

"No; but do not speak so loud. Is he 
awake yet ?" 

" Tou may speak as loud as you please now ; 
you*d not disturb him," said the woman, 
sorrowfully. 

" Good God, he is dead !" 

" Ay, sir, two hours ago ; but don't take on 
like that. He went off in his sleep without a 
groan, and he lies there now with a smile upon 
his poor, cold lips." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

DOWN AMONGST THE BACK STREETS. 

Little Union Street, Old Kent Boad, S., is a 
locality with which most of my readers will 
prohably he unacquainted. It is a quiet, grimy, 
low-spirited, little old-fashioned street, which 
seems as though it had quite lost itself in a 
labyrinth of noisy, bustling thoroughfares, and 
had slunk away into a comer afraid to come 
out and struggle with the press. In ten 
minutes you may walk from it into the busiest 
parts of Southwark — may bargain for tens of 
thousands with hop-merchants in the Borough, 
with tanners at Bermondsey, with wharfingers 
in Tooley Street, with warehousemen, in every 
line of business, all around. Tou may have a 
fish-dinner at Billingsgate— see a hanging at 
Horsemonger Lane Ghiol — ^have your head 
broken by a drunken costermonger in the New 
Cut — get it plastered up at St. Thomas's 
Hospital — ^meet a friend from Norwood, Paris, 
Grand Cairo, Timbuctoo (where you wiU) at 
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the London Bridge Eailway Station — ^see a 
melodrama at the Victoria Theatre — ^purchase 
an outfit for Australia, and take your passage 
to Tasmania, Nova Zembla, or Heme Bay, 
without going beyond a sixpenny cab fare from 
Little Union Street. But Little Union Street, 
instead of assuming a brisk and independent 
air, and pricking up its ears — so to speak — ^at 
the sound of the rattle and hum of mercantile 
life that surrounded it, as much as to say, 
" I'm ready for you as soon as ever you like to 
step my way," suffered itself to be scareS by 
the prevailing activity, and gradually subsided 
into the dejected state in which it may now be 
found. The fact was, it had seen better days. 
It once was a thoroughfare ; for some houses 
in a street that crossed its end at right angles 
were burnt down a very long time ago ; and 
the ground got — somehow or other — ^into 
Chancery in 1785, and, as a matter of course, 
remained imbuilt upon (a playground and vent 
for traffic through Little Union Street) until- — 
somehow or other — it got out again, a few 
years ago, when a huge Brewery, which turned 
its back contemptuously upon the little street 
and made it into a cul de sac, was erected with 
inconceivable rapidity upon the vacant land. 
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There were no shops in Little Union Street 
when this was done. The houses (fifty-six in 
all) were dwelUng-houses, two stories high, 
with a railing which enclosed a little patch of 
black dirt — once a grass-plot — ^in front of each ; 
but the tide of trade which swayed down Euby 
Eow — ^the thoroughfare which traversed the 
end opposite to the Brewery, oozed round the 
corner, and caused shops to be built upon the 
patches of dirt aforesaid, belonging to three 
houses on the one side, and two upon the other. 
The pawnbroker in Ruby Row had his private 
door round in Little Union Street ; next to 
that was Mr. Stubbs, the -greengrocer ; and 
next to him Mr. Sykes, the baker. Opposite, 
was a shop which broke out about every three 
months into a new business. First of all it was 
opened by a milliner ; then by a tobacconist ; 
then, by a widow with two daughters, in the 
worsted- work and fancy stationery line : then 
it was " To Let," for a space ; and one fine 
morning, just before our first visit is paid, a 
boy came out, took down the shutters, and lo ! 
Mr. Cornelius Bruffer, Licentiate of the Royal 
College of Surgeons, stood behind an imposing 
row of gallipots, with a choice stock of tooth- 
brushes and perfumery, sternly resolved to cup, 
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blister, and bleed, to draw the teeth of aU 
comers, to prepare prescriptions with accuracy, 
and to give advice upon all the ills that flesh is 
heir to, gratis, every Tuesday and Friday, from 
nine o'clock till two ! (With his next-door 
neighbour we are likely to become very well 
acquainted.) And further on, at the corner, 
resided old Chincks, the broker, who appeared 
to drive a lucrative trade by insulting every 
customer who entered his dirty shop. 

The intermediate establishment was the 
humblest one of all, and the oldest ; and to tell 
truth, the neighbourhood was rather ashamed 
of it. It was kept by one Mrs. Wantley, who 
in the days of her youth had been lady's-maid 
in a nobleman*s family, in which she had shown 
her wisdom by saving money, and her folly by 
marrying the under-butler. Her husband had 
not a frugal mind, but highly estimated frugality 
in others — particularly his wife. He borrowed 
two hundred pounds, and set up with her as an 
hotel- keeper. Being of a convivial and easy 
disposition, he left his business to take care of 
itself, whilst he smoked his pipe in the bar- 
parlour ; lost all he had in the world ; went 
through the Insolvent Court; had a large 
family ; took to drinking, whilst his wife took 
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lodgers in Little Union Street ; got delirium 
tremenSy and died — leaving a silver watch, four 
masonic orders, a gold-headed cane, an opera- 
glass, and fourteen shillings and ninepence, to 
pay sixty pounds worth of debts and provide 
for his widow and family of two sons and five 
daughters. 

A more patient, hard-working woman, and a 
kinder mother, than poor Mrs. Wantley, never 
lived ; but she sadly lacked the strength of 
mind and tact requisite for keeping straight a 
family with the reckless and jovial Sam Want- 
ley's blood in their veins. Flora, their eldest- 
bom, was far too fine a lady to do anything 
for her living ; and Bob, her brother, got early 
in life into bad company, and became at the 
age of sixteen as fully-developed a scamp and 
irreclaimable a ''ne'er-do-well" as ever was 
known to the police. He has now nearly com- 
pleted a sentence of two years' imprisonment 
with hard labour in Maidstone Gaol for a bur- 
glary, committed with six others, in a jeweller's 
shop at Dover. Helen, the second girl, was 
the best of the bunch. She was a good, pretty 
girl, and earned a guinea a week in the ballet 
at one of the minor theatres. Next to her, in 
age and merit, was Charley, a youth of thir- 
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teen, who was also a bread winner, holding the 
high . and responsible office of clerk to three 
briefless barristers in the Temple, at the salary 
of six-and-sixpence a week — earned, as far as 
anybody could see, by opening the door to his 
master's visitors, when not better engaged in 
playing marbles with the boys of the next court, 
sliding down the banisters, and having things 
thrown at him for disobedience of orders. 

The younger children were mere pocket- 
handkerchiefless brats, whose mission on earth 
seemed to be to get in the way and have theit 
ears boxed by their eldest sister. 

It was hard work to satisfy all these hungry 
mouths out of the profits of the little shop, 
though the net which it spread for custom was 
a wide one. What was Mrs. Wantley "by 
trade ?" She was a fruiterer — ^for there was a 
heap of venerable apples for sale in' one corner 
of the window. She was a tobacconist — for a 
long sized box, divided into compartments, and 
containing rolls of brown vegetable matter 
variously designated as " Prime Havannahs, 
2d. each," '* Pickwicks, seven for 6d.," and 
" Full-flavoured Cubas, Id.,*' was placed promi- 
nently on the coimter. She was a haberdasher 
— for she sold tapes and thread. She was a 
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stationer — for you might buy as much as two 
quires of paper without quite exhausting her 
stock. She was a confectioner — as proved by 
the possession of four pickle-bottles, more or 
less full of Bonaparte's ribs, almond rock, bull's 
eyes, and some to me unknown condiment, 
made into the semblance of miniature barbers' 
poles, and apparently composed of pumice- 
stone painted white and red. She was a com- 
mission-agent in the coal line. She kept a 
" Eegistry Office for respectable Servants ;" a 
toy-shop for the supply of farthing battledores 
and whiptops to the juveniles of Little Union 
Street. She sold pepper, snuff, and bird-seed. 
She was a retailer of patent black-lead; of 
shilling Bibles and Prayer-books ; of penny 
balls of string ; bottles of ink ; boxes of wafers ; 
portraits of the Eed Eover, the Black Knight, 
Timour the Tartar, and other celebrities, as they 
appeared, armed to the teeth, defying mankind 
with a limb in all four comers of the paper. 
It is only in poor, old-fashioned shops like Mrs. 
Wantley's, and in poor old-fashioned neigh- 
bourhoods like Little Union Street, that I see 
these works of art now-a-days — and there they 
are sadly fly-blown and dingy, and are, I am 
a.fraid, unsaleable. Has the youth of the pre- 
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sent day lost the taste for gorgeous illnstnitkHis 
which distinguished some of its f&thers ? Does 
it cut out the space printed as the petticoat of 
the Eed Bover^ paste a bit of blue silk riband 
behind, and dot it all over with little gold 
spangles at three-halfpence a dozen ? Does it 
invest in gorgeous foil for the armour of its 
fiavourite knights? Does it sigh for a sQ^er 
scimitar, yalued at the unrealizable sum of six- 
pence, to place in the doughty hand of the 
Conqueror of Bajazet? Have you forgotten, 
oh reader ! the pride with which you exhibited 
your first work in this style, varnished aU over 
with that pennyworth of gum-arabic the better 
to display its brilliant colouring ? I have not 
Where is that production now? Where are 
our first baby socks, our school letters, the little 
presents that we made in our childhood, our 
first scrap of poetry ? They will all turn up, 
perhaps, some day, when the dear preserver of 
the relics will not behold in this world the 
emotions which their discovery produces — when 
we shall wish — oh, how heartily ! — many a 
word unsaid, many an act undone, and mourn 
for many, many a neglect, in presence of those 
worn and faded evidences of a love which 
endured to the end. 
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But I have not told you yet what was the 
main business carried on by good Mrs. Wantley 
in her shop in Little Union Street. She was 
everything I have mentioned, and something 
more. She was a newsvendor. You might 
buy six different daily newspapers from her 
every morning, and read (say) twenty leading 
articles,, for sixpence ! You might lay out 
half-a-crown with her every week in penny 
periodicals inculcating all degrees of virtue and 
vice, through the medium of romances numerous 
enough to stock an old-fashioned circulating 
library. You might learn from the British 
Pump how the good little boy who always 
drank water lived to be made Lord Mayor, 
whilst the naughty little boy who had a pro- 
clivity for beer was — as a natural sequence — 
transported for life ; and will be taught in the 
chaste pages of Snarlers Miscellany that the 
ordinary avocation of an English nobleman is 
to go about consorting with resurrection-men, 
abducting milliners' apprentices, poisoning their 
own fathers, intriguing with their friend's wife 
(who, by the way, if she should happen to be a 
peeress, is always, after the custom of her class, 
deep in the power of her lady's maid), and 
oppressing in every conceivable manner the 
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" sons of toil " for whose delectation these 
trustworthy pictures of aristocratic life are 
drawn. Interesting, brave young gentlemen 
who don't exactly know who they are ; fasci- 
nating, ^drtuous young ladies in high life, with 
hard-hearted parents and guardians. Or, vice 
versd, brave young gentlemen in high life, with 
hard-hearted parents and guardians, and vir- 
tuous young ladies who don't exactly know 
who they are. And where do you keep the 
aristocratic, but naughty lady, and the noble, 
but rascally gentleman, of riper years, who are 
the evil geniuses of the virtuous heroine and 
the brave hero respectively. In here? Ah, 
I see ! No ; you need not trouble yourselves 
to tell me what these are, I know them so very 
well. They are the groping old lawyers, 
money-lenders, herbalists, poisoners, sextons, 
receivers of stolen goods — misers all — who 
know where the missing deeds, and wills, and 
marriage-certificates are. And next to them, 
in there, I see the heavy-handed, physical- 
force ruffians who "do" the abductions, murders, 
burglaries, and the rest of it. Here, also, are 
old friends — ^the faithful, but eccentric, servants 
of either sex ; and there, the deformed boys 
and workhouse drudges who overhear the secret 
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just in the nick of time. Well, put out the 
types as you will, fit them together, and there 
is your New and Original Eomance. 

Dinner is over, and I draw my chair round 
by the fire-side. My youngest child climbs on 
my knee, and the old cry, " Please, Pop, a 
story," is heard, " What story will you have, 
my pet ?" " Please, Pop, Cinderella." " But 
I told you Cinderella last night, and the night 
before, and a great many nights before that ; 
would you not like something new ?" 
- " Will it be just like CindereUa ?" 

" No ; quite difierent." 

''Then please. Pop, tell me Cinderella again." 

Is not my child a foolish little thing, oh, 
discerning public ! to like the same tale repeated 
everyday? 

And now, gentlemen illustrators of these 
popular works, for your " case." Here are the 
heroes — ^you can tell them by their open brows 
and the fit of their trousers. Here are the 
heroines, with fair hair and simple drapery. 
Here is the bad man breathing vice through 
liis moustaches; and here the naughty lady 
with her evil ways stamped in water curls on 
either side of her face. Here is the old miser 
in his ragged dressing-gown, elf locks and 

VOL. I. E 
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pimply chin ; and there the ruffian in laced 
boots, wide-awake, and a curling nose. Don't 
try and persuade me that he is the honest 
peasant. The honest peasant may have laced 
boots and a wide-awake ; but never a curling 
nose ! Down there, in those little holes, are 
the tables, chairs, couches, clocks, mantelpiece 
ornaments — all massive, clear and costly, ready 
to be " composed" into the study of my lord, 
the boudoir of my lady, or the garret of the 
old miser, just as regularly as my long-sufferp 
ing printer will pick out the letters c-o-m- 
p-o-s-e-d from their various comers, and make 
them into that word. 

" And now. Pop, show me some pictures/' 
says my little child. 

" What pictures, dearie ? 

" Please, the beast-book. 

" But you saw the beast-book this morning/' 

" Please, Pop, I want to see it again.'' 

Dear! dear I dear! What dolts these 
children are ! Why cannot they acquire a 
taste for novelty ? 

I think there be grown-up men and women 
as fond of repetitions as my little prattler, or 
Mrs. Wantley would not have so many penny 
prints on hand. 



>9 
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The good woman made a few shillings a 
week by the sale of this class of literature ; 
but her main profit was not from thence. She 
had a lodger. Her parlours were let to a Mr- 
Sampson Lagger, a gentleman of irregular 
habits and varjring appearance. Sometimes 
he was a slim gentleman, closely buttoned up 
in a frock coat. Sometimes he was a stout 
gentleman in an Inverness cape. Sometimes 
he was a young gentleman, apparently from 
the country, smoking a cigar. Sometimes he 
was an old gentleman in spectacles ; but always 
a merry, kind-spoken gentleman, with a great 
thirst for information upon all sorts of topics. 
He had a latch-key, had Sampson Lagger, and 
came in and out without question. Little 
Helen gave it as her opinion, that he was 
doing low comedy business at some theatre, 
and did not always change his dress when he 
came home at nights ; and, truly, Mr, Lagger 
played many parts, but upon a stage larger 
than that of Covent Garden or the Britannia. 
Sometimes he would come in regularly, every 
evening, at nine, for a fortnight, and then 
would pack up two shirts and a pair of socks 
in a clean pocket-handkerchief, and not be seen 
again for a month. 

R 2 
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On the day of Mr. Brandron s death at 
Westborough, Mr. Lagger returned somewhat 
earlier than usual, and ordered tea, which, was 
served to him by the fair Flora, in her usual 
scornful manner. How is it, that people who 
serve you with eatables and drinkables always 
regard you with such sovereign contempt? 
Talk about the arrogant bearing of Empresses, 
Duchesses, and great heiresses ! They are 
pleasant and condescending in their haughtiest 
humours, in comparison with bar-maids and 
the young ladies who hand you your cup of 
scalding infusion of birch-broom at a railway 
station refreshment table. 

As soon as the defiant Flora Wantley had 
vacated his apartment, and he had finished his 
meal, Mr. Sampson Lagger lit his pipe, and 
began to enter into a conversation with him- 
self — as was his custom when there was any- 
thing upon his mind. Not aloud. Oh, no ! 
It was his fashion to speak to himself as 
though he were some one else ; and he had in 
himself so attentive a listener, that his thoughts 
made themselves known and understood with- 
out even a whisper of their meaning. 

" You've been a thinkin' many times, Lagger, 
my boy," he mused, " of re — ^tiring into private 
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life ; and a many times summat has turned up 
to stop yer. You was a thinkin' of it no later 
than yesterday — ^and what happens this after- 
noon ? There's a good murder down in Kent ; 
and there hasn't been a good murder down 
there for one, two, three — four assizes." * He 
dived his great hand into his coat pocket and 
produced an official-looking letter. " And the 
Authorities re — quest that Mr. Lagger will 
set off forthwith for Westborough, and co- 
operate with the county police." He dived 
into his trousers pocket and produced a printed 
hand-bill. " And there's a re — ward of 100/. 
for the capture and con — viction of the 
murderer. Grood ! Dooty sez — sez dooty, be 
off to Westborongh, Sam Lagger, and co — 
operate with the county police ! That's what 
dooty sez. Interest sez — sez interest, have 
nothing to do with them duffers, my man ; 
but go in for the 100/. yourself, and win. 
Now this ere's a ticklish case down at West- 
borough, / can see ; and one pretty easy to be 
muddled. Penny-a-liners is handy at muddlin' 
a ticklish case ; and so 's crowners ; but neither 
penny-a-liners nor crowners ain't fit to hold a 
candle for muddlement, to the county po — ^lice. 
So if you'll take my advice. Sergeant Lagger, 
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you'll com — ^bine dooty and interest in this 
ere business. Tou'U co — operate with these 
parties just sufl&ciently to keep them a muddlin' 
themselves^ and you'll go in quietly for the 
reward on your own hook. That's what ycmd 
do, Sampson Lagger, and so I tell yer/' 

" Groing out again, Mr. Lagger ?" said Mrs. 
Wantley, as the detective passed through the 
shop. 

" Why, yes, mum, I've a little matter to 
attend to that will take me away for a day or 
two, if it's quite con — ^venient to you." 

" Lor, Mr. Lagger ! Why, you know you 
go in and out as you please." 

" So I do, mum — ^that's just it," said he, as 
though struck with the novelty of the idea. 
" You're right, mum, as you usually is. And 
how's the family, Mrs. W.? Gretting on 
middling, eh?" 

" Only middling, thank you, sir.'* 

" Ah, you've had a deal of trouble, you have. 
What did you say was the name of your boy 
as is locked up ?" 

"Bob, sir," and the poor woman's apron 
twice was raised to her eyes. 

" Well, well ! don't cry. His time's pretty 
nigh up now, isn't it ?" 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 247 



"No, sir; no. Not for six weeks come 
Monday/' 

"And he was took at Dover/' said Mr. 
Lagger, musing. " Now I shouldn't wonder 
if you'd got some friends down in Kent ?" 

" Not I, sir ; I never was there in my life." 

"Never heard tell of a gentleman named 
Brandron I dare say ?" 

" Never to my knowledge." 

" Well, it don't matter. I knows a party 
in the hop line as wants to meet with him, 
that's all. You aint in the hop line though, 
are you?" 

Mrs. Wantley could not say that she was. 

" And you don't know anybody that is— * 
down Westborough way ?" 

"Where's that, sir?" 

" Do you know Manchester ?" 

" Yes, sir." 

" And Pen — ^zance ?" 

" Can't say I do, Mr. Lagger." 

" Well, it's about as far from Manchester as 
it is from Pen — ^zance, and you go there by 
railway ; now you know, don't you ?" 

Mr. Lagger did not pause for a reply, but 
nodded kindly to the widow, made a violent 
blow, which ended in a pat on the head at 
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each of the children (who invariably sur- 
rounded everybody who entered the shop, and 
glared at him with their fingers in theh^ 
mouths) — rushed out into the street in feigned 
terror of reprisals, turned the comer, and was 
lost in the crowd that streamed up and down 
in Euby Row. He had not gone far when he 
nearly ran against a man and a woman who 
were proceeding towards Little Union Street. 
The man was dressed in a faded velveteen 
shooting-jacket, corduroy knee-breeches, and a 
fur cap, and was half dragging, half coaxing the 
woman along. Habit made the detective turn 
and look after them ; for there was something 
in the manner and appearance of the man that 
instantly attracted him. He watched till he 
saw them turn the corner by the pawnbroker's, 
and he had taken half a dozen steps after him 
when he suddenly checked himself. 

"Lagger,'* he said to himself, "you're an 
ass. You're gettin' painfully ad — dieted to 
wool-gathering ; you're not bound to keep your 
eyes in your waistcoat pocket ; but when you're 
arter one game you shouldn't go a worreting 
arter another ; you're a hunting for larks, my 
man, when there's better game in the stubble ; 
and if you was a pointer-dog instead of a de- 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 249 

tective po — ^liceman, you'd get a warning for it 
— that's what you'd get !" 

Solaced by this reflection, he turned his back 
once more on Little Union Street, and went 
his way. 

In the meantime Jim Eiley and his sister 
entered Mrs. Wantley's shop, and the former 
asked for a newspaper of the day before. This 
was quickly produced and paid for; but still 
the man remained fumbling with his purchase, 
staring about him in an embarrassed manner, 
and was affected all at once with a dry cough. 
It was meant that he had something to say, 
and did not exactly know how to begin. 
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CHAPTEK X. 



THE INQUEST. 



An Inquest was, as a matter of course, held 
upon the body of John Everett Brandron de- 
ceased. The investigation lasted some six 
hours, and it is quite unnecessary that I should 
weary the reader with its rambling^ details. 
Stephen Erankland was the first witness ; and 
all he knew was soon told. It was no secret 
that the deceased man had come to West- 
borough for the purpose of meeting some one 
with whom he had been acquainted in former 
years. He had said so himself when he en- 
gaged his room. It was clear that he had met 
that person ; and, the presumption being that 
he had fallen by that person's hand, to find out 
who that person was, was, of course, the grand 
object to be attained. The deceased had re- 
fused to denounce him in the presence of Mr. 
Hillyard, and Stephen was able solemnly to 
swear that no name had been mentioned to 
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him. The dead man had persisted in refusing 
to give his assassin up to justice. ''He 
certainly began to give me his confidence/* 
said Stephen; "but what he said related to 
another subject, and I must tell you candidly 
that I am not at liberty to divulge what he 
said. This much, however, I can say — all 
that he told me was spoken by him whilst in 
a delirious state, and in my judgment would 
not, if repeated, assist this case. But even if 
it would, I give you my word of honour that I 
would not repeat it, and must decline to do so, 
whatever may be the consequences." 

Upon this five of the jurymen cried out, 
" Hear, hear !" 

The next witnesses were the boys who had 
directed the stranger to the Rising Sun. They 
fixed almost precisely the hour at which they 
had seen the two gentlemen walking together 
towards the wood; but could not give any 
definite description of the person who had 
spoken to them. He was an elderly gentle- 
man ; a very kind-spoken gentleman ; and 
dressed just like a gentleman, in dark clothes 
and a hat. No ! he was not like the Coroner, 
or the foreman of the jury. He was much 
older-looking than Captain Frankland. Yes — 
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they had seen his face ; and one said that he 
noticed greyish whiskers ; whereupon the rest 
were quite certain that he had no whiskers at 
all. They would know him again directly, if 
they v/ere to see him. They could not re- 
member whether he had an umbrella, or a 
stick, or anything, in his hand. He appeared 
to be a strong, active gentleman. He seemed 
to be very friendly with Mr. Brandron as they 
walked along. Mr. Brandron walked along 
with his hands clasped together behind his 
back, and with his head bent towards the 
ground — listening. The other gentleman 
seemed to be telling him something particular. 
They did not seem to be quarrelling at all. 
Several of the lads said that they had been 
playing about the Grreen till tea-time ; and that 
if any one had shrieked out " murder " in the 
wood they could have heard it. They did not 
hear any noise or loud speaking all the time. 
There was no regular path through the wood ; 
but people sometimes went that way as a short 
cut to Harpenden. Would little Jack Todd 
(who was decidedly the sharpest of these boys) 
be a good lad — ^the Coroner asked — rand think 
a bit, and try to remember any person that the 
strange gentleman was like ? " For example/' 
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said the Coroner — ^as the door opened and an 
elderly man with greyish whiskers made his 
jippearance, " was he anything like that gen- 
tleman ?" 

Little Jack Todd immediately replied that 
the stranger was not only like that gentleman, 
but that that gentleman was actually he ! The 
other boys agreed in chorus ; and great was the 
excitement for a few moments, until the gen- 
tleman in question calmly took a seat by the 
Coroner s side and announced himself as Mr. 
Sampson Lagger the Detective, from London, 
just arrived with instructions from Scotland 
Yard. 

After this it was clear that the testimony of 
the boys was not to be relied upon ; and they 
were ordered, with much severity, to leave the 
room. The boys took no particular notice — ^as 
they said over and over again — of the other 
gentleman, or, indeed, of Mr. Brandron ; but 
being badgered by the Coroner and jury to find 
a likeness for the former, they did so, and were 
fortunate enough to hit upon the very man of 
all others least likely to be prejudiced by their 
mistake. 

A police constable, who had searched the 
wood and found what appeared to be the in- 
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stnuDent with which the death-blows had been 
inflicted, was the next witness. He prodnced 
a heavy hedge-stake, coyered with blood, to 
which seyeral human hairs, similar in colour 
and length to those of the deceased, adhered. 
This stake the constable had found concealed 
in a ditch, at the end of the wood farthest from 
Westborongh church. It was hidden amongst 
a lot of nettles ; and he had discovered it by 
tracking some footsteps which led to the place 
from the main pathway. 

" And of course," said Mr. Lagger — ^whom 
the Coroner had asked to put any questions 
that he deemed important — " of course youVe 
covered those footmarks over, and set a man to 
watch and see that no one meddles with 'em 
till his worship can send me down to dig up a 
pair on 'em out of the ground for future use ? 
Don't you tell me you haven't thought of doing 
that," continued the detective, severely, as the 
man's manner changed ; " because, you know, 
you're a constable — ^you are." 

The poor man (who up to this moment had 
gained great Jcudos for his discovery of the 
hedge-stake, and had been described in the 
reporter's notes as " that able and intelligent 
officer,") was obliged to confess that it had not 
sti'uck him to do anything of the kind. 
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" Oh, dear me ! dear me !" said the Coroner, 
to whom the notion was also a novelty, " that 
was very wrong. Eun at once, and do as Mr. 
Lagger has directed/' 

Constable Peter Brown was very sorry, but 
he was afraid it would be no use. A number 
of labourers had come running up when he 
found the stake, and they had quite trodden 
out all the marks. Leastwise he had tried to 
find them again and could not do so. 

Mr. Lagger looked the crestfallen officer up 
and down, from his head to his boots, and from 
his boots back again to his head, with an ex- 
pression of sovereign contempt. '^ And now,'' 
he said, " shall I tell his worship why them 
labourers came a-rushin' up ? They came a- 
rushin' up because you was so proud of findin' 
that there stick, that, instead of keeping your- 
self to yourself, and seeing what else you could 
see about, you shouts out, * Holloa !' or, ' I've 
found it !' or, * Here it is !' or what not, just 
like an old hen that had laid an egg. Thafs 
why they came up, and you can't deny it !" 

Constable Peter Brown did not attempt to 
do so ; and the reporter for the local paper at 
once struck the words " able and intelligent" 
out of his notes, and substituted, " but for the 
culpable stupidity of this witness, an important 
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clue would doubtless have been obtained." 
Such is fame ! 

The man who had found the body was then 
examined, and deposed to the state in which he 
had found it. The clothes of the deceased 
were only slightly deranged. His watch was 
in his fob, his purse in his pocket, his ring upon 
his finger. He had evidently been lifted up 
from the ground where the marks of blood 
were, and thrown into the pit — ^for the water 
(which was about two inches deep over the 
bottom) having been baled out, prints of his 
shoulder and knee were seen in the clay. This 
examination, I must observe, was not made till 
the next morning, before the inquest — ^which 
was adjourned after a view of the body — had 
been re-opened. 

The cause of the adjournment was to enable 
Mr. Lagger to make some inquiries touching 
Jim Eiley, whose presence in the village on 
the day of the murder had not escaped atten- 
tion ; and also to give Stephen Frankland an 
opportunity of reconsidering his determination 
not to allow the Coroner to read the papers 
which the deceased had confided to his charge. 

" Dear, dear, dear !" exclaimed the Coroner, 
as he lost his handkerchief for the thirty -first 
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time, and his spectacles, which had thrown 
themselves off his nose, were dancing a reel 
on the table indicative of mingled triumph and 
contempt ; " dear, dear, dear ! if you will not 
obey the law, I really do not know how I am 
to deal with you." 

" I do,'' said Mr. Lagger. " This 'ere de- 
ceased might have had reasons of his own for 
not wishing to let out who it was that assaulted 
him. The law ain't got nothing to do with 
such reasons, and it sez, ' this 'ere man must 
be found out.' Good! Well; these papers 
may help to find him out, or they may not. 
Leastwise, the law sez, 'let's look at 'em, and 
the law must be o — ^beyed. Now, the Captain 
knows what it is to obey orders, else he 
wouldn't be a Captain, and what he's a-going 
to do is this " 

"Certainly not to make their contents pub- 
lic," interrupted Stephen, " until " 

" He's a goin'," the detective continued, ad- 
dressing the Coroner, and not noticing this 
interruption, " to give your worship his word 
of honour that he won't destroy none of 'em ; 
that^s what he's .a-going to do. And he's 
a-going to sleep upon what he said just now, 
and to dream how very inconvenient it would 
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be if your worship had to commit him for eon* 
tempt of Court, and the law was obliged to take 
these *ere papers — ^as it has a right to do — hj 
force. He don't like to be worrited now about 
'em ; but he'll turn 'em up after the adjourn^ 
ment quite handsome. Bless your hearts, / 
knows what gentlemen like the Captain '11 do. 
"When they're right they never gives in at all, 
for anybody; and when they're wrong, they 
gives in at last, and makes the best of it. 
They're rum customers is gentlemen like the 
Captain, to Booshians and wild Injians, and 
sich like ; but, bless your heart, they ain't no 
match agin the law, and they knows it — ^that's 
what they knows." 

Mr. Lagger had certainly an irresistible way 
of putting things ; and Stephen was very glad 
of the respite thus afforded him. The detective 
next took the jury in hand, and, without the 
slightest consultation with any one of them,, 
told the Coroner what they were going to do. 
** The jury," he said — addressing that function- 
ary — "are a-going to ask your worship to 
adjourn this,'ere case till the day after to-morrow, 
in order that you may give orders to the officer 
from London — ^that's me — ^to co-operate with 
the county poUce in making inquiries after this 
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Jim Eiley* Ihifs what the jury are a-going 
to do. I haven^t spent two-and-twenty years 
in courts of justice," he added — ^turning round 
and gazing triumphantly at the ceiling — 
" without being able to tell, with half an eye, 
what twelve respectable men are a-going to do 
in a case like this." 

And Mr. Lagger frowned, and the jury looked 
wise, and nodded their heads in a manner which 
indicated it to be their opinion that Mr* 
Lagger was a person of much discrimination, 
and not to be misled in his estimate of them or 
any one else. 

So the inquest was adjourned until the next 
day but one ; and Stephen, left alone once more 
in the little Inn, gave orders for the funeral, 
which was to take place the following after- 
iaoon; and, this done, sat brooding over all 
that had passed at the inquest, and worrying 
himself, not about the evidence he had given, 
but about that which he had withheld. 

It was not his refusal to produce Brandron's 
papers which troubled him. A very slight 
reflection suflBiced to show that there was wis- 

m 

dom in what Mr. Lagger had suggested. The 
law had discovered the existence of certain old 
letters, and wanted to see them. Well, the 
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law might take them. They did not relate to 
the secret. But of those other papers which 
were hidden at Mangerton Chase (wherever 
that might be) which did relate to it, the law 
had, as yet, no knowledge ; and Stephen con- 
sidered himself thoroughly justified in declin- 
ing to volunteer any information respecting 
them. It was by no means certain they would 
throw any light upon the subject before the 
Coroner ; and iVankland felt himself bound by 
the solemn promise he had given to make no 
use of them, directly or indirectly, for any other 
purpose than carrying out the act of justice. 
True, he had sworn at the inquest to tell the 
truth — ^the whole truth ; but he easily persuaded 
himself that this merely obhged to tell the 
whole truth relating to the matter immediately 
in question before the Court. "If the law 
wants those other papers for its own pur- 
poses,*' Stephen mused, " let the law find them 
out for itself. / shall not interfere. Poor 
Brandron gave them to my care. I intend to 
do my best to find them. It will be time 
enough to consider what is to be done with 
them when they are in my hands, and if I 
never discover them — ^there is an end of it." 
I am giving you now the reasons which, 
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according to Stephen Frankland's own show- 
ing, he gave himself for acting as he did. It 
is no use arguing now whether they were good 
ones or bad ones. Those who were wise after 
the event said they were bad ones, and perhaps 
they were right. Stephen was not the man to 
palter with an oath ; and if you will review his 
position you will find that it was a very em- 
barrassing one. He desired to obey the law, 
and yet had determined to keep faith with 
Brandron ! He would gladly have given ten 
years of his life to see the murderer brought to 
justice, and yet he felt himself bound to become 
almost an accessory to his escape ! It is all 
very well to say that he had a duty to perform 
towards society which should have overridden 
all other considerations. Society had not 
saved his life. Society had not watched over 
him with fatherly tenderness all the long days 
and nights of his illness. Society had not 
clung to him upon its death-bed, and, with 
eager eyes and faltering accents, won from 
him a pledge to do its bidding. Brandron 
had! 

Let him be right, or let him be wrong, in 
acting as he did, no man can say that Stephen 
was actuated by one corrupt motive or a fear 
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of consequences. What he divulged, he di- 
vulged because he thought it his duty to make 
it known ; and what he concealed, he concealed 
because he felt bound in honour to keep it 
secret. So far as Brandron was concerned, his 
conscience was quite clear ; but there was one 
thing that troubled him sorely. " How came 
it" — ^he asked himself in vain-—" that he felt so 
anxious to keep his father's name out of the 
case ? Why was it that he felt guilty of de- 
ceit for not having stated that he had met Sir 
George in the lane leading jBrom Mrs. Riley's 
cottage? All the witnesses except himself 
had been asked what strangers they had seen 
about Westborough on the day of the murder. 
What made him await the replies to such queries 
so anxiously ? He was not supposed to know 
natives from visitors, and no such question 
had been put to him. Why did he not volun- 
teer the information for what it was worth, and 
say, * I met my father here at about half-past 
five. He had walked over from the Wells, 
and went home by Poundbridge, as I know, for 
he wrote a letter to me from thence.* Why 
did he not say this? Because" — ^as he ar- 
gued to himself — "whether my father was 
here, or at the Land's End, or at the bottom 
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of the Red Sea, on that day, can have no pos- 
sible bearing upon the question how John 
Everett Brandron came to his death. How 
could it ?" And yet he was not quite easy in 
his mind at having made no mention of their 
meeting. This concealment might look rather 
awkward, he thought, if the fact came out 
from some third person, and at one time he 
had resolved to mention it at the adjourned 
inquest. But, upon consideration, he thought 
that the mischief, if mischief there were, was 
done, and that the less said would be the 
sooner mended. Besides, after all, what could 
it matter ? 

These resolutions were not formed until 
after Stephen had carefully examined the 
papers left by his deceased friend. In the 
desk he found a few receipted bills, the official 
document granting Mr. J. E. Brandron six 
months' leave, and some travelling memo- 
randa of no consequence. In the packet 
which he had sealed up there were eight let- 
ters, and two empty envelopes, the enclosures 
belonging to which were probably amongst 
the papers which Brandron was engaged in 
destroying when he saw the stranger approach- 
ing the Inn. Seven out of those letters were 
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yellow with age, and bore date at various 
times in the winter of the years 1838-9, and 
related to his Indian appointment. They ap- 
peared to be written by some attorney acting 
for the person who had obtained this for him, 
and one gave him notice that a sum of 1200/. 
had been paid into Coutts's Bank to his credit. 
No name was mentioned — ^the writer stating, 
" My client instructs me to say" this ; or, 
*' My client begs that you will be so good as 
to do" that — and so on, throughout. The 
signature was " P. Wilhams, 14, Bucklers- 
bury," or " Francis Sawyer, for P. Williams," 
&c. ; and they were addressed to "J. E. £ran- 
dron, Esq., 1, Clement's Inn, Strand, London" 
— all but one, and that to "J. E. B., Post 
Office, Dover." This was the letter in which 
the 1200/. was mentioned. 

The remaining epistle was that which has 
already been mentioned as rudely folded toge- 
ther and sealed with the impression of a 
thimble-top. It was directed to Mr. Brandron, 
of Eichmond, Bengal, Indies, in an uneducated 
and shaky hand. Upon opening it, an en- 
closure fell out, which subsequently appeared 
to be the copy of a letter written by Bran- 
dron, in consequence of the information con- 
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tained in the communication with which it 
was folded and preserved. 

As these two letters are of great importance, 
and contain as it were one end of the Tangrle 
in which Stephen Frankland's fortune and 
happiness were afterwards involved, it will be 
necessary to give them complete. 

There was no date, local or other, to the 
letter with the thimble seal, and it ran as 
follows : — 

'' Mr. Brandron. 

" Honoured Sir, — ^You will be surprised 
to hear from me after all these years. I have 
bin a minded to write many times and tell 
you what I have to say, but somehow I 
couldn't. Honoured Sir, I am in great trouble, 
and nothing as ever gone well with me since 
I deceived you. You do not know what a 
wicked woman I have bin. He told me you 
was as bad, and that you had sworn to keep 
the secret for 1200/., and never to come back 
to England any more. But I found out that 
this was false, and oh, sir, if you will believe 
me, he is altogether false. All he told you 
about the child being dead and my destroying 
the papers is lies. It is alive and well, as I 
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can prove, if you or any other gentleman wiU 
help and protect me from him, for I daren't 
indeed, I daren't do it by myself. And the 
papers is just where we hid them at the Chase. 
He gave me the money for burning them, and 
I swore to him that I had put them in the 
fire ; but, sir, I daren't go into the room. It 
is haunted. She comes there wringing her 
hands, every night, and a calling out for him, 
and what would have happened to a wicked 
one like me if I was to see her, poor dear! 
Honoured Sir, I do hope you will forgive me ; 
but nothing has gone right with me since I 
deceived you. 

" Sister Lucy, who brought all that shame 
upon us, is dead, and Mary has turned Ka- 
tholic, and is living in that institution which 
Father Eustace used to belong to. If she 
new I was writin' I am sure she would send 
her dooty. Oh, pray, pray. Honoured Sir, do 
something for my poor lady's child. And so 
no more at present from your humble servant, 

" Susan." 

The copy of a letter enclosed was in Bran- 
dron's handwriting. It bore signs of much 
thought, many words and sentences having 
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been scratched out, and altered; bnt as it 
stood, it was sliort, and to the purpose. It 
was in these terms :— 

" (Copy.) 

"June 23rd, 1859. 

" Almost immediately after you receive this 
I shall be in England. When I tell you that 
one of your tools has exposed the deceit of 
which for twenty years I have been the victim, 
you will know what to expect. 

"As soon as I land I shall write again, ap- 
pointing a place and time for you to see me. 
Tail not to attend, and prepare to do justice 
upon your peril. 

"John Everett Brandron." 

There was no direction to this. 

Stephen read and re-read these letters till 
his head ached and his eyes swam ; and it was 
midnight before he could fully realize the 
difficulty of the task before any one who 
sought to weave those contents into a clue 
which would lead to the discovery of the more 
important papers — ^the papers which contained 
the secret. These, as we know, were hidden 
in a certain room at Mangerton Chase. Where 
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was Mangerton Chase ? This place once dis- 
covered, and the rest would be plain-sailing. 
So thought Stephen Frankland; and at first 
he saw no difficulties in his way. From the 
description of the room, given with such 
minuteness by Brandron, the house contain- 
ing it must, he concluded, be one of some con- 
sequence. Tapestry hangings, suits of armour, 
oak wainscoting, oak cabinet, a corridor run- 
ning along the far side of the hall — all seemed 
to denote an ancient country mansion. Were 
there not books of reference in which the seats 
of all the nobility and county families were 
described ? Stephen rode over to the fashion- 
able watering-place on the morning after Bran- 
dron's death to try and get a sight of such a 
book, and he got it ; but there was no Man- 
gerton Chase mentioned therein. He called at 
the office of an estate and house agent, and 
asked him, in as casual a tone as he could 
assume, if he knew of such a house there- 
abouts. The house-agent had no knowledge 
whatever of it. "Was it in Kent or Sussex ? 
Who lived there ? 

Stephen replied that he had only just re- 
turned from India, and did not know — ^that all 
the direction that had been given to him was 
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that the Chase was in England ; but whether 
East, West, North, or South he could not 
tell. The person to whom he had looked for 
further information was dead, and it was of 
the utmost importance that he should find out 
the house. 

The agent was very civil, and procured a 
large modern Gazetteer, together with His- 
tories of the surrounding counties and several 
others, for Stephen to search in. Amongst 
the latter was a History of Derbt/shire, but 
Stephen put that aside with a smile, saying, 
" Oh ! — ^that's my own county ; if Mangerton 
Chase were there I should have had no occasion 
to trouble you. It must be a great house, and 
if it were there I should know it well." 

For hours he pored over those ponderous 
volumes, and found that they professed to give 
account, and often some illustration, of every 
mansion of any note, splendour, or antiquity, 
but they contained no such name as Manger- 
ton Chase ; nor was there — as proved by the 
Gazetteer — throughout all England, Scotland, 
and Wales, any town, village, hamlet, town- 
ship, rape, hundred, borough, city, river, 
mountain, forest, or any other geographical 
expression which was known by the name of 
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Mangerton. He looked in the Birectory^ and 
found many people so called, but not one of 
them was represented as living in a " Chase." 

It was upon his return from this fruitless 
expedition that he first read the two letters 
just mentioned; aad his heart sank as he saw 
what a mere shadow of a due they afforded. 

He saw now, that to find out where was 
Mangerton Chase he must first discover 
"Susan/* and concerning her he drew the 
following deductions : The style of her writing 
and composition, and the fact of her speaking 
of some one as her " lady," showed that she 
was a servant. The manner in which she 
spoke of hiding the papers containing the 
secret in " the Chase," pointed her out pretty 
clearly to be the person of whom Brandron had 
spoken as Susan Alston. But that was her 
maiden title, and he had spoken of her as a 
married woman, professing his inability to -re- 
member her husband's name. If there had 
been any post-mark upon the letter it would 
have been tolerably easy to have found out, in 
the parish register of the post town, who Sarah 
Alston had married some twenty years ago ; 
but the letter was so worn and yellow with 
age, that Stephen's eyes — ^which were of the 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 271 

sharpest — ^could decipher no name upon it 
whatever. There was a 3, and a J, and some- 
thing that might have been a V, or part of a 
"W ; but nothing legible. 

Still, Prankland did not despair. There 
were not so very many Eoman Catholic Institu- 
tions in England, and "Susan'' might be 
traced through her sister Mary. True it was 
that her surname was also left in doubt, but 
the chances were, that, being in such an Insti- 
tution, she was a single woman. Besides, 
there was Father Eustace ; he could be found 
by inquiry amongst his co-religionists, or, at 
any rate, the Institution with which he had 
been connected could be ascertained. " There," 
Stephen mused, " would be Mary. She would 
direct me to Susan. Susan would tell me 
where to find Mangerton Chase, and that once 
discovered, it wiU be odd if I cannot find an 
ex<?Qse to be alone for ten minutes in the 
tapestried chamber over the armoury that opens 
from the end of the corridor on the far side of 
the hall." 

The day following the commencement of the 
inquest, the murdered man was buried in West- 
borough churchyard. He was followed to the 
grave by Stephen Frankland as chief mourner. 
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and a great number of strangers whom 
curiosity had drawn to the spot. Upon his 
headstone were engraved, by Stephen's orders, 
these words: — 

IN MEMORY 

OP 

JOHN EVERETT BRANDBON, 

WHO WAS 

BASELY MURDERED IN WESTBOROUGH WOOD, 

ON THE 29th op JULY, 1859. 

" Vengeance is Mine, J will re'pay, saith the JLord^ 

Stephen had abeady written to his father 
stating what had happened, and that it would 
be impossible for him to be at home on the day 
fixed for his return. He had now to make a 
further postponement, on account of the ad- 
journment of the inquest. This was the more 
annoying because, upon the investigation being 
resumed, Mr. Lagger was obliged to admit 
that he could produce no further evidence, and 
at present did not know what to make of the 
case. " But what have you discovered respect- 
ing this suspicious person named Kiley?" 
asked the Coroner. "That's exactly what I 
was sure your worship would want to know," 
said the detective. *' As I was a-coming along 
this morning, I sez to myself, I sez, ' The first 



A TANGLED SKEIN. 273 

thing the Coroner will ask you, Sampson 
Lagger, is this — ^Have you, or have you not, 
discovered anything respecting that suspicious 
person named Eiley?' — thafs what the 
Coroner will say ! And the answer you'll have 
to give, I sez to myself, is plain. Tou ain't, 
I sez, a bom fool; and your superiors as 
always give you credit for doing your dooty. 
Therefore you can afford to tell the truth. 
Tou must tell his worship, I sez, that for the 
present Jim Eiley's beat you. That you don't 
know where to find him ; but that if the in- 
formation given to you be cor-rect, this 'ere 
Jim Riley was a trampin' along towards London, 
miles and miles away from this, at the very- 
hour when the murder must have been com- 
mitted ! That's what I sez to myself, and 
what I humbly sez to you is this. Don't think 
any more about this Jim, for he can prove an 
alibi that the Archbishop of Canterbury him- 
self couldn't get over. No ! it aint Jim 
Eiley." " Then whois it ? " asked the Coro- 
ner, feebly struggling with his spectacles, and 
looking at Mr. Lagger with his chin. 

" Well, sir," replied the ofl&cer, " it will be 
my dooty to co-operate with the county 
po-lice, and try and find out. "But," he 
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added, witli a significant smile, " as a coroiier'si 
inquest ain't bound to sit for ever, gentlemen 
of the jury having something else to do, and 
as we can take the case before the Justice any 
day if we find out Mr. Eight — considering all 
this, it seems to me that poor Mr.. Bu. was 
murdered by some person or persons unknown 
— ^that's what it seems to meT 

The hint was taken, and an open verdict 
recorded. 

" I tell you what it is, Steevie," said Cuth- 
bert Lindsay, taking his old fiiend's arm, and 
leading him out of the room, " I'm not so 
satisfied with this Mr. Lagger and his off- 
handed exculpation of Eiley. I know you will 
not let this horrible mystery remain unravelled ; 
and if I can help you in any way, don't hesitate 
to command me. Confound the villain ! If 
he were only detected I'd hang him myself, if 

nobody else would." 

* * * * 

"And so. Master Jim Eiley," ntused Mr. 
Lagger to himself, after his fashion, when the 
last juryman had departed, " you lefb here at 
nine minutes past six o'clock on the morning 
of the 29th July, and you did not arrive in 
London till the afternoon of the 30th. Well, 
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having a gal along with you, you couldn't do 

it in much less time — if you walked. But '' 

(this reservation Mr. Lagger did not breathe 
even to himself) he added, however, after a 
long pause, " In a few hours I shall have my 
eye upon you, my lad ; and, if you are wanted, 
why, I shall know where to put my hand upon 
you — ^that's what / shall know." 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

" SEE THE CONQUERING HERO COMES.'* 

If Stephen Frankland had had any idea of the 
sort of reception which was being prepared for 
him at Trimlett Towers, I think that he woidd 
have still further postponed his return; certainly 
lio would not have left it to be supposed that 
ho acquiesced in the arrangement by writing — 
as ho did in his innocence — to let his father 
know by what train he might be expected. 
If there was one thing that he disliked more 
than another it was being made a fuss about. 

As ho was rattled along in the express he 
could not help looking forward to the happy 
niootinix which had been so often in his 
thoughts, and picturing where, and how, and 
in what manner it would take place. Frank, 
ho thought, would drive over the dog-cart for 
him, or perhaps his father would come too : no 
one would recognise him at the station. They 
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need not pass through the village, he thought ; 
and he would get dear old Prank to drive him 
round the back way to " The Towers," so that 
he might run up unperceived to his mother's 
room, and have a quiet hour or two of home- 
talk with the three nearest and dearest to him, 
before he ran the gauntlet through the kindly 
but embarrassing welcoming which he could 
not but flatter himself would be in store as 
soon as his actual return was known upon the 
estate and throughout the neighbourhood. 
Then he arranged, that towards evening he 
would go down to the storekeeper's room, and 
shake hands with Mrs. Cooper the "Juno," 
and Jones the " Jove/' of that domestic 
Olympus. The next morning he would walk 
over to Euxton Court, with Frank, most likely, 
and see them all there ; return by Durmstone ; 
have a chat with old Hoodgate the barber, who 
used to sell him fishing-tackle and gunpowder 
in his boyish days ; and wind up the day with 
a visit to poor paralytic Bill Grrant, the ex- 
head-keeper, at his cottage, the north lodge of 
the park. A railway carriage is a capital place 
for thinking in, if your thoughts are pleasant 
ones, because there is nothing to distract them ;. 
but I think that, of all awful places to be shut 
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up in with a sorrow that has come, or the 
shadow of one that is approaching, a railway 
carriage is the most awfdl. When people 
travelled in the old coaching days, I suppose 
they made up their minds that it was no use 
being anxious or impatient ; but now, if per- 
sonal experience be worth aaythiBg, it seems 
as though the speed at which we travel serves, 
not to allay, but to increase those feelings, and 
to make us more and more impatient to get 
to such and such a place, and know the best or 
the worst of what is in store for us, in pro- 
portion as we are wheeled along faator and 
faster towards it. 

Stephen's reflections, upon the whole, were 
agreeable ones. He longed to get to his home, 
yet was somewhat shy of the first plunge into 
it — just as he might desire to enjoy his shower- 
bath on some frosty morning, but quaked at 
the idea of pulling the string. The upshot 
was, that although the last thirty miles of his 
journey were performed in little more than 
half an hour, it seemed to him as though the 
express were the slowest train lie had ever sat 
in. But when it began to slacken speed at 
Durmstone he would have given a good deal 
to have had another fifty miles to travel before 
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he had to face what he was sure would there 
await him. 

He was not surprised to see a quantity of 
people assembled upon the platform, for he 
remembered that it was market-day at Derby. 
Nor was it strange to him that his father should 
spring forward aud open the carriage door; 
but he was astonished when all the company 
took off their hats and shouted with all their 
might, as he alight'Od. An ovation was the 
last thing that he expected ; and his first notion 
was that the inmates of the county asylum 
were there m waiting for some excursion-train 
that was to take them out into the country for 
a holiday. He was glad, therefore, when Sir 
Gheorge hurried him through the booking- 
oflBce to where he saw an open carriage waiting 
for him. In this was seated Lady Tremlett, 
very elegantly dressed, and, springing to her 
side, he clasped her in his strong arms and 
kissed her heartily. 

" Bless me !" exclaimed My Lady, arranging 
her rumpled finery," " I am so happy, dearest 
Steevie! but you naughty boy, youVe been 
smoking, and, dear me, how very brown you 
are! 

" And you, dearest mamma, are not one bit 
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changed — as beautiful — more beautiAil, than 



ever." 



He had always been proud of his mother's 
beauty. When a child, he had called her his 
" pretty mamma," and as a stalwart youth of 
eighteen had behaved towards her more like 
her lover than her husband's son. He was 
more of a man than she of a woman in those 
happy days; and her silly, winning little 
manner, and thorough dependence upon him 
in the, then, frequent absences of Sir George, 
had won for him a deep and faithful afiection, 
such as step-mothers but rarely enjoy. The 
"poor delicate little Frank'' of that time, 
though her own flesh and blood, was not a 
favourite. His weakness and petulance 
troubled her; for, as we have seen, she was 
of a selfish, indolent nature, and clung with a 
helplessness, which is sometimes mistaken for 
affection, to any one who would save her 
exertion and minister to her wishes. 

" Flatterer !" she replied, as the little vexa- 
tion she had felt at the derangement of her 
toilet vanished under this incense of her 
vanity, " you know I have grown quite an old 



woman." 



" I know no such thing. How kind it was 
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of you to come for me ! But where's Frank?" 
asked Stephen, looking eagerly around for his 
half-brother. 

** My love," said Lady Tremlett, addressing 
her husband, who had just come up from 
fussing over Stephen's luggage, "where's 
Francis ?" 

The radiant smile that had lighted up the 
poor Baronet's face since he had seen his first- 
born died away at this question. 

*' Have you not told him ?" he replied in a 
low tone. 

"My dear, I understood that he left the 
message with you ?" 

" So he did. But I thought," he added, in 
a tone of reproach, "that you might have 
spared — I mean, that you might have told 
him yourself." 

" Why, George, how can you be so absurd ? 
He has only just asked me." 

" The fact is, Steevie," said his father, after 
a gulp or two, " that Francis is very sorry, 
dreadfully grieved, I am sure, not to be able 
to be here to welcome you. But he has gone, 
he was obliged to go, I assure you, compelled 
— absolutely compelled, to attend a meeting of 
magistrates upon a matter of the greatest 
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importance, about, let me see, about sewers? 
no, no, not about sewers, about reformatories 
— er — er — or something or other, I don't 
know exactly what ; but I give you my word 
it was of the highest importance. Francis 
has become quite a great man, and has always 
something of the highest importance on 
hand." 

This, I must explain, was not one of the 
Baronet's fibs. If people will only be suffi- 
ciently dogmatical and disobliging upon the 
score of being engrossed in matters of the 
highest importance, they will gain a reputation 
of being " quite great men ;" and this usefid 
receipt was followed with much success by 
Mr. Francis Tremlett, so much so, that his 
father — who had indeed endured much of it 
whilst in course of preparation — believed in him 
— ^believed in him generally, but not on this 
occasion. The extent of which his father had 
availed himself of My Lady's carte blanche for 
his brother s reception had annoyed him 
greatly. Moreover, he perceived assembled in 
the Park certain members of county families 
whose visits to "The Towers" had lately 
been few and far between, and who had not 
honoured his great /He with their presence. 
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Young, hearty fellows, like Lord de Carterett 
and his brother, Percy Coryton, and Spencer 
and Ashton Neville; and hearty old fellows, 
like General Barker and the Honourable Joe 
Pilkinton (known as "bumber Pilkinton'*) 
could not stand being put down, and set right, 
and patronized by "dear Francis," and his 
set, any more than could the recalcitrant Jack 
Cutler. The consequence was, that they kept 
out of his way, but were early on the scene 
lest they should lose the opportunity of giving 
our Steevie a cheer. 

So the green-eyed monster was raised in his 
half-brother's breast, and it was this oflfensive 
Saurian who suggested the important magis- 
terial business at Derby, which had not been 
heard or thought of until Lord de Carterett 
was seen galloping into the Park. J£ " dear 
Francis" could not prevent his father from 
doing things on a grand scale, he could at 
least put a slight upon the aflGair by absenting . 
himself from it. Stephen could not help 
feeling a little bit disappointed at his brother's 
absence, but upon reflection he remembered 
that he had been obliged to change the day 
for his return, and concluded that by doing so 
he had unluckily pitched upon the very time 
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when Frank could not be there to meet him. 
It would have been all the same, whatever 
time and day he had fixed. " Dear old Frank/* 
he said, "I hope he hasn't worried himself 
abont it; we shall have many a long day 
together now." 

As he spoke these words out of his loving 
heart, the carriage drove off, and he noticed 
for the first time that there were four horses 
to it. He saw, also, that many of the persons 
who had been upon the platform had mounted 
their nags and were following. An uneasy 
presentiment that there was something in the 
wind began to creep over him ; and this was 
increased, when Sir George made him change 
places and sit by his mother's side, on the 
front seat, saying, "No, no; you mast have 
the place of honour you know, as you are the 
hero of the day !" But it was not until they 
turned the corner of the plantation near " The 
Towers," and galloped into the park, which 
looked like a fair, so full was it of marquees, 
and tents, and booths, waving flags, shouting 
people, and bands playing " See the Conquer- 
ing Hero comes," that the full horror of his 
situation burst upon him. It was well for the 
designers of these festivities that their con- 
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quering hero was in a carriage-and-four. Had 
he been on foot, or horseback, he would un- 
doubtedly have turned and fled in dismay. 
As it was, he merely got a little faint and 
pale, and exclaimed, " Oh, father, why have you 
done this?" but before any reply could be 
returned, the carriage had drawn up in front 
of the principal marquee, in the midst of a 
cheering host of friends, farmers, servants, 
tenants, and labourers; when Sir George, 
rising with great pomp, shook his bewildered 
son vehemently by the hand, as though he 
had just seen him for the first time, and began 
what was intended to be a formal speech 
expressive of welcome and congratulation, 
which he had composed with much care, and 
committed to memory ; but which broke down 
after the first sentence, and ended in a sob, 
and a gulp, and a " Grod bless you, my boy — 
God bless you !" This was a signal for more 
cheering, and when Stephen sprang to the 
ground, actuated by a rash resolve to get it 
over, he ran an excellent chance of being 
thrown down and trampled to death. The 
confusion which arose was not mended by a 
cry that a lady had fainted; and, as usual, 
everybody pressed forward and told everybody 
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else to stand back. The rusli to get at the 
conquering hero was fearful, and his right 
ann ached with the shakings that it got, for 
days afterwards. 

However, Lord de Carterett and Ashton 
Neville made a charge, and rescued him from 
the crowd of striving, cheering labourers and 
women, who stood around with joy upon their 
lips and their aprons to their eyes, and carried 
him bodily into the tent, where the more aris- 
tocratic body of his friends and admirers was 
collected. In speaking of this little escapade 
afterwards, Mr. Francis Tremlett observed, 
that they had managed things better when he 
had to receive the congratulations of his depen- 
dents upon the occasion of his coming of age. 
They had not broken bounds, and behaved in 
such a rude and boisterous manner to Mm. He 
had had them arranged in line, and made to 
walk past him and bow, one by one. And 
certainly this ceremony was performed in the 
most orderly manner. There was no bursting 
of barriers to get a shake of the hand from Mr. 
Tremlett ! 

In the tent, Stephen had to undergo a more 
decorous, though not less hearty welcoming; 
the first person to receive him being motherly 
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Mrs. Coleman, who flung her fifteen stone of 
good-nature into his arms, and cried over him 
ajxd kissed him, and kissed and cried over him 
again. But oh, what changes ten years had 
made amongst those who were there assembled 
to receive him ! Pretty girls with whom he 
had danced and flirted at the county balls be- 
fore his departure for India, stood handsome 
smiling matrons, their flowing skirts clasped 
by miniature editions of themselves in short 
flounced frocks or knickerbockers, who, finger 
on lip, stared with awe at the grave young 
soldier of whose prowess in the deadly field 
they had heard such exciting tales. It was 
pleasant to see the generation of pretty girls 
which was then and there competent and will- 
ing to dance and flirt with young cadets at 
county balls, but who were in the nursery when 
Steevie went out, come tripping up to him 
smiling slyly, and saying, " Oh, Ste — Captain 
Prankland ! don't you know me ? I'm Nelly," 
or "I'm little Chattie," or repeating some 
other well-known name which would sound as 
a key-note to one or other of the gladsome old 
times which memory's nimble fingers were 
playing on his heart-strings. Pleasant, too, it 
wa9 to see the eager flush which lighted his 
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countenance asthesHfting of tlie crowd revealed 
some remembered face approaching, or when & 
stalwart handsome lad came np and said, 
" Oh, I see yon cannot remember me. Tin 
poor Charley Frampton ; but you see I have 
grown up, after all. Have you forgotten that 
day when you taught me to row the punt? 
Well, I'm at Cambridge now, and they've 
made me *bow' in the University Eight!" 
Then, the handsome matrons whom he had 
known as pretty girls introduced their hus- 
bands to him ; and the young married men 
whom he had known as gay bachelors intro- 
duced their wives to him ; and the old neigh- 
bours who remained introduced him to the 
new neighbours who had come since he was ait 
home ; and although his eye fell here and there 
upon a black coat or a crape skirt, the ever- 
varying excitement of the scene was too great 
to allow of his missing some once familiar 
forms which he was not to behold again. 

The manner in which the marquee and its 
approaches were decorated certainly did the 
Coleman girls the. greatest credit. Nothing 
could have been more graceful, or in better 
taste. Grace Lee was delighted with it ; and 
when people came up, and, mindful of her 
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Cliristmas work in the church, simpered con- 
descendingly that they were mre it must be 
her doing, she took them up very short, and 
gave all the praise where it was due. 

Grace was able to say very sharp things, in 
a quiet way, to such as tried to patronize her, 
and many had thought it expedient to do so 
when first she came to live at Euxton Court. 
Good Mrs. Coleman, who was — certain small 
jealousies apart — ^very fond of her, had made a 
great mistake in not defining her position with 
sufficient accuracy on the outset. People were 
left, therefore, to draw their own conclusions 
respecting Grace ; and, of course, she being a 
pretty and clever girl, drew them to her detri- 
ment. The facts that were known respecting 
her were as simple as facts can be. She was the 
orphan Ward of an old professional friend of Mr. 
Coleman's. She had a snug little fortune of 300/. 
of her own. Her guardian, who was her trustee, 
had assigned his trusts by wiU to Mr. Coleman, 
and died some four years before the date at which 
I have taken up this history. What could Mr. 
Coleman do better than to get his wife to take the 
poor friendless girl to her pleasant Derbyshire 
home, and finish her education with her own 
elder girls ? But the worthy matron not liking, 

VOL. I. XJ 
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as she said, the idea of being supposed to take 
in a lodger, threw out certain mysterious hints, 
which made people believe that Grace was a 
distant relative of her husband; and this, 
coupled with the good-natured girl having 
undertaken to teach Jane Coleman what she 
knew, for want of anything else to occupy her 
^tive mind, raised the supposition that the 
poor relative had her board and lodging in 
Buxton Court in return for services as a 
governess. Consequently, some foolish persons 
thought it incumbent upon them to pity and 
patronize her, and, consequently again, Grace 
took an early opportunity of showing that she 
was not to be pitied nor patronized ; and the 
proud, and, it must be confessed, rather smart 
manner in which the high-spirited lassie re- 
sented this mode of treatment, made her for 
awhile by no means popular in the neighbour- 
hood. She was an object of terror to feeble- 
minded young gentlemen and shallow-pated girls 
of her own years, but became very popular with 
persons of more mature age and intellect. Mr, 
Francis Tremlett, in the plentitude of his power,^ 
had been good enough to state publicly that he 
intended to " take her up/' as a young woman 
possessing acquirements congenial to his own; 
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only, somehow or other, he did not succeed in 
doing so. Grace had not many antipathies, but 
the heir of Tremlett Towers was one of them, 
and being " taken up" by anybody was another, 

Stephen Frankland had not been long in the 
marquee before he edged his way towards 
where the Coleman party had assembled, and 
hearty were the greetings which were ex- 
changed on both sides. His embarrassment 
by this time had somewhat abated, and, after 
the fashion of the eels, who, as we are given to 
understand, become accustomed to being 
skinned, he grew a little reconciled to being 
made a Conquering Hero, and became a little 
more at his ease. 

" But oh, Steeve," said Laura, after they 
had been conversing for some ten minutes, " I 
forgot to introduce you to a very dear friend 
of ours. Grace, dear, this is Captain Prank- 
land. Captain Frankland, Miss Lee." 

Grave Stephen made one of his gratest 
bows ; but Grace frankly extended her hand ; 
and, after a little boggling on the part of the 
Captain, the mystic ceremony of presentation 
was complete by a juncture of palms. 

" What do you think of him, dearie ?" asked 
the three elder girls in chorus, as soon as some 

u2 
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other group had obtained possession of the lion 
of the day ; " pray tell ns, that*s a darling ?" 

" Well, I think he looks very awkward and 
stupid," was the reply. 

" Oh, Grace ! how can you ?'* 

" How can I what ?" 

'*How can you say he is awkward and 
stupid ?" 

" I did not say that, dear. I only said he 
looked so ; and I am very glad he does." 

" You funniest of funny things," saidLaura^ 
who was in high spirits, *' why ?" 

" Because I suppose I must try to like him, 
as you seem so particularly anxious that I 
should do so ; and he ought to look awkward 
and stupid in the midst of all this fuss about 
him. That is why, dear. And I give you fair 
warning, that the very moment he begins to 
look anything else, I shall hate him as I 
do well, as I do any conceited upstart." 

" Oh, Grace ! and he so good and brave !" 

" All men are brave, or ought to be ; and as 
for his goodness, Laura, I know nothing about 
that, and never take goodness for granted." 

" Why, did he not save that poor wounded 
soldier from being tortured by the rebels, and 
carry him on his back amidst a perfect storm 
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of bullets? Is not that goodness, Grace 
Lee ?" 

" I dare say there are scores of common sol- 
diers in his regiment who would have done 
exactly the same thing, if they had had the 
chance," was the reply. 

"I see you are determined not to like 
him," said Laura, annoyed by her friend's 
coldness. 

" I am determined to try and like him, dear, 
for your sake, and therefore decline to form 
any hasty opinion of him, that I may find 
reason to modify. I will admit, now, that 
he is good-looking. Come, that's something, 
isn't it ?" 

What Laura said in answer was drowned in 
the commotion which followed a highly im- 
portant announcement. I have said that the 
tent was very beautifully decorated by the 
Coleman girls. It had also powerful attrac- 
tions — contributed by good Mrs. Cooper, the 
housekeeper at " The Towers," and her ally, 
its portly butler — ^in the shape of sundry wild 
fowls, jellies, and other delicacies, and long- 
necked bottles tipped with tin-foil, spread upon 
a long table which extended from end to end. 
'And the announcement in question was a 
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direction to all to sit down and make the best 
of these good things. 

I think that the company ate and drank upon 
this occasion much as people eat and drink 
npon others — ^that young gentlemen made the 
usual feeble jokes, and that the affair was 
rather dreary, until the champagne began to 
pop and sparkle in the glasses^ and somewhere 
else. Of course it would be very wicked to 
suggest that those elegant and fragile creations, 
in whose absence the stateliest entertainment 
is stale, flat, and unprofitable, would, could, 
should, or ought to be the least affected by 
such dreadful things as ardent liquors, even 
when confined in such aristocratic receptacles 
as long-necked bottles tipped with tin-foil; 
and far be it from me to lay myself open to the 
well-merited punishment which would follow 
any statement of mine to the contrary. Only, 
were I given my choice as to the time at which 
I should join festive gatherings of a prandial 
character, I should postpone my advent until 
the champagne had gone round. AVhat a dull 
affair is a dinner party up to the second course ! 
And that first galop after supper, sir ! Did 
you find Angelina less agreeable than usual at 
that period of the evening ? Had " mamma's" 
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good nature departed? or was Paterfamilias 
more than properly grumpy, after his and her 
" slight refreshment ?" These are questions 
which you are not bound to answer, so pray 
let me proceed with my story. 

At the proper period the ladies leffc the 
table, and clustered round the entrance of the 
tent to hear Stephen's health proposed, and 
gloat over him whilst going through the agony 
of returning thanks. In the short interval 
which preceded this act of cruelty, Mrs. Cole-^ 
man drew her eldest daughter aside, and said 
sharply : 

*' What made you faint, child, just now ?" 

" Oh ! mamma, the sun was so very strong, 
and I was so tired with standing ; and those 
men frightened me so when they broke the 
ropes, and rushed at Ste — Captain Prank- 
land." 

" Hum — m," said her mother, in reflective 
mood. " Now, tell me truth, Laura ; did any- 
thing pass between you and Steeve before he 
went to India ?" 

" Anything pass, mamma ? " 

"Yes, yes — don't pretend that you don't 
understand what I mean. Did he say any- 
thing to you ? Did he make anything like a 
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proposal, or had you any reason to think he / 
iootdd propose when he returned ? " 

"No, dear mamma/' Laura replied some^ 
what sadly. " We were too good friends for 
that/' she added nawely. 

" Has he ever written to you ? " 

" Oh, no ! " 

" Or you to him ? " 

" Mamma ! " 

" Well, I did not say you had, child. Pray 
don't stare at me in that stupid way ! Come ! 
we'll go back to the tent, and hear the speeches/' 

They arrived just as the Honourable Joe 
Pilkinton had risen, amidst a great thumping 
of the table, to ask permission to propose a 
toast — a ceremony which was hardly necessary, 
insomuch as he had been requested by Sir 
George, at an early period of the day, to do so 
when the right time should come. 

The Honourable Joe was an elderly dandy 
in a wig, and laboured under the impression 
that his huge sky-blue stock and high-collared 
coat were the height of the fashion. Being a 
Member of Parliament, he was fond of making 
speeches, and scorned to come directly to the 
point of his address. He adopted what I believe 
is irreverently called the " bow-wow " style of 
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oratory. I mean, that he uttered his words as 
though he were barking them like a dog. He 
barked out a short sentence to the right, and 
bobbed violently in that direction. He barked 
out a short sentence to the left, and bobbed 
again that way. He barked out a short sentence 
straight in front of him, and then bent his 
body nearly double over the table to em- 
phasise the conclusion; and, at each bob, 
and at every bend, he paused until some 
one said, " Hear, hear ! " The manner in which 
he trifled with poor Stephen s feelings was 
cruel in the extreme. He played with him in 
his speech like a cat with a mouse. He fenced 
and flirted with the subject in the most pro- 
voking manner. Of course, his victim knew 
what was coming, and a dozen times thought 
that it had come, when the voluble M.P. flew 
off at a tangent, and talked about something 
else. 

He began by observing that it was very 
beautiful weather, and that the next best thing 
to beautiful weather was to see neighbours as- 
sembled on an occasion like the present, to do 
honour to a distinguished relative of a gentle- 
man for whom they had all the highest regard 
(" Now for it ! " quaked poor Steevie). Their 
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humble friends, he (the Hon. Joe) understood 
(bob), were enjoying themselves in another 
place (by which Parliamentary phrase he 
designated a huge booth, from which sounds 
of riotry were wafted now and then) ; and he 
was delighted to think, he might say to be 
sure, (bob), that the toast he was about to have 
the honour of proposing would meet with the 
cordial approbation of all members of the com- 
munity." (Bend over the table, and cries of 
" Hear, hear ! " Here Steevie studied intently 
the pattern of his plate). "Some of them had 
heard,'* the speaker continued, with a bob to the 
right, "that the possessions of Her Majesty in 
the East Indies (bob to the left) had lately 
been the scene of a most cruel (bob) and un- 
natural (bob), he might say unprecedented 
rebellion (bow over the table and "Hear, 
hear.") And had it not been for the brilliant 
and enduring services (bob) of a band of men 
whom he would not improperly designate as 
heroes (bob, and " Hear, hear "), he thought 
he might be justified in saying that it was not 
impossible but that Her Majesty might have 
been temporarily deprived of those possessions 
(bob), to which (bob) he had alluded. But 
Her Majesty had not been deprived of those 
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possessions (bend over the table, and " Hear ! "), 
and the reason why she was not deprived of 
them was, that she was served by men, who, 
as he before observed, were not inferior to the 
heroes of — of Thermopylae — and — and Water- 
loo (bob, and lusty cheering). Now, what 
were they to do, what were gentlemen of the 
county of Derby to do, when one of these men 
returned full of honours to his home ? Were 
they to give him the cold shoulder ? (demanded 
the Honourable Joe defiantly, amidst cries of 
" Hear, hear," and " No, no.") Were they to 
decline to place upon record their admiration 
of his conduct ? (" No, no.") Were they to 
allow him to subside into the private life which 
he adorned, without paying some public, that 
is, quasi -public, tribute to his worth? No, 
they were not ! He (the Hon. Joe) knew they 
were not. He could see that they were Twt 
(and the speaker bent double over the table and 
gazed eagerly into a blancmange). They had 
amongst them there that day (Steevie's chair 
became uncomfortable) maay persons who had 
been acquainted with the family of his excellent 
friend and host (cheers). Sir George Tremlett, 
for years, and they would rejoice with him 
(tiie Hon. Joe again) at being permitted to 
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express at his hospitable board (bob and 
cheering), the pleasure they felt in enjoyiii^ 
the privilege of welcoming back to his country 
one dear and near to him (Sir George, thiff. 
time), who had been many years absent from 
it^ shores. He meant Captain Stephen. Franks 
land ! " 

At the mention of the long-expected name, 
the whole company rose, cheered, stamped, 
waved handkerchiefs, broke wine-glasses, 
shouted, upset plates of trifle into each other is 
laps, and cheered again fit to shake the tent 
down. The uproar having at last subsided, 
the Hon. Joe came to the point ; briefly. 
sketched Steevie's Indian career, alluded grace- 
fully to his winning the Victoria Cross, sympa- 
thized with him upon his sufferings, proposed 
his health, and sat down amidst more cheering 
and destruction of glasses as before. 

The tumult was renewed with increased 
force when Stephen rose to return thanks ; and 
what he said was simply this : — 

" Please excuse my making a speech. Tou 
have filled my heart so fuU, that I cannot get 
out the words. As for my services under my 
dear old chief, no one could help doing his 
duty under such a leader. I did no more ; and 
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hundreds upon hundreds of men deserve your 
praises better than I do. I thank Grod for 
haring spared my life. I thank the Queen for 
awarding me the honour which chance enabled 
me to gain ; and I thank you, with all my 
soul, for the good wishes you have expressed 
towards me this day." And then he sat down, 
pulled his tawny moustache, thanked his stars 
that he had got over his troubles at last, and 
longed — oh, how he longed ! — ^to run away and 
hide himself. 

" Oh, Grace !" said Laura Coleman, " I 
never was so disappointed in my life. I did 
think he would have made a better speech." 

" Did you, dear?" replied Gra<5e, very quietly. 
And Mr. Pilkinton spoke so beautifully !" 
Beautifully !" said Grace, dryly. 

An hour afterwards, as they were walking 
to their carriage, Mrs. Coleman thus addressed 
her spouse : 

"My love!" 

" Well, my dear ?" 

■ 

" I really think that it is your duty, as Lady 
Tremlett's trustee, to suggest her doing some- 
thins: handsome for Steevie." 

" My dear," said her husband, raising his 
forefinger, " Business !" 
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" Oh, bother * business !' I'm sure I love 
him as though he were my own son/' 

"I am very fond of Steevie," feaid her husband. 

" Then why don't you see him properly 
provided for ?" 

" My love !" and the forefinger rose again ; 
" BtmnessT 

" Bah ! Do you know, I think he Ukes our 
Laura !" 

" Nonsense !'^ 

'' And I'm quite sure the poor child is in 
love with him." 

*' That may be. She's a great goose." 

" It's just like you, to run down your own 
children, Coleman; and when it's in your 
power to " 

" BusinessP' 

*'And Rhoda would never miss a hundred 
or two " 

" Businessr 

" And I'm sure she would be only too glad 
to take the hint if you " 

"Mrs. Coleman, I have generally to speak 
the word once, and once only; but I have 
already four times had to say — ^Business !" 

And so the subject dropped. 

Ajid as the good lady was retiring to rest 
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that night, she mused upon it, and thought, 
"Well, I suppose they will be able to live 
pretty comfortably upon their pay ; and ladies 
are made so much of in India. It won't be 
much of a match for her, poor thing ; but then, 
she gets so dreadfully in the way of her younger 
sisters !" 

So we can see clearly enough what was 
passing in her mind. 

The meeting between Stephen and his brother 
was, to all appearance, a cordial one, though 
Lord de Cartarett had told the former, in his 
off-hand way, that it was all bosh about " dear 
Francis" being obliged to go away on magis- 
terial business. He had only gone, that noble- 
man said, to worry the governor of the House 
of Correction about some dirty little boys who 
were going to be whipped for stealing apples. 
But to this statement honest Steevie paid no 
heed, and thought rather badly of his old 
school-fellow for making it. 

The hours spent by Sir George Tremlett in 
preparing for this fete were the happiest he had 
known for many a day. He dearly loved plan- 
ning, and settling, and arranging such things, 
and fidgeting about with the workmen ; and 
he chuckled in his deeve as he thought of 
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'' dearest Francis/' wilh his charity children 
and his tea and hnns, his one tent, and his 
pretended fear of heing "" compromised" hjr an 
ovation to his soldier-hrother ! *' It was perhaps 
as well, after all/' thought his &ther^ " that he 
kept out of the way ; for an ovation there Aas 
been, and no mistake about it/' 

Lady Tremlett was delighted with all that 
had been done. She came into the Park to look 
on occasionally at the building of the triumphal 
arch ; and, " Dear, dear," she would say, " what 
clever creatures you all are ! But what a mess 
you've got your new frocks in ! Will you ever 
be able to get it all down again ?" At last 
she even began to tlake quite an interest in 
what was doing, and actually exerted herself 
so far as to twine a piece of pink calico a great 
way up one of the poles of the marquee ! If, 
however, she was not liberal in her assistance, 
she was so with her praises and thanks ; and, 
as I have already said, the poor Baronet was a 
happy man. 

But, alas ! retribution came with the bill ! 
And this having to pass through the hands of 
the methodical Mr. Francis, provided, we may 
be sure, the text for many a discourse upon 
extravagance, love of display, gluttony, self- 
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adulation, and all the vices. Nor did Lady 
Tremlett back up her husband as she might 
have done, considering that she had given 
him full authority to do what he thought pro- 
per, regardless of expense ; and had commended, 
in no measured terms, what he had done. You 
see, a grand dijeuner is all very nice whilst it 
is taking place (especially when others have 
the anxiety of seeing that all goes well), whilst 
the band is playing, the flags waving, the friends 
Complimenting, and everything has got to be 
enjoyed ; you are inclined to be wonderfully 
liberal then. But when there is nothing left 
of these grand doings but a bare brown mess 
upon the greensward, a lot of faded flowers, 
tarnished spangles, the recollection of (perhaps) 
a headache and a bundle of " little accounts,'* 
to which Her Majesty's likeness in blue has 
got to be attached — why, then I fancy there is 
sometimes a good deal of grumbling, and com- 
plaints of some one having ordered so much of 
ihis, and not having managed to do without that^ 
and that objections which never arose before 
have to be endured, if they cannot be answered. 
Poor Sir George had a sorry time of it when 
the youthful chancellor of his wife's exchequer 
began to settle accounts in his usual metho- 
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dical manner. This process, however, was not 
commenced until some weeks after Stephen's 
return, and what took place in the mean time 
had anything but a softening eflTect upon its 
rigours. 

Quickly passed the days with Stephen, every 
one marked by some hearty meeting, or the 
revival of some pleasant old association. Sir 
George, too, had a good time of it just then ; 
for " dear Francis" had been made to sing 
rather smaller than usual since his brother's- 
return. At first he tried the high hand with 
Stephen, and instructed that Indian officer 
concerning the manners and customs of India. 
He criticised, also, certain military operations 
in which Steevie had been engaged, with such 
solemnity and correctness as nearly to choke 
the latter with laughter. " You will be the 
death of me, old boy, if you go on like that," 
he said ; " but pray don't talk so before any 
one else who knows India, or they'll set you 
down as such an awful Grifi* !" 

This being said in the presence of his father 
and mother, before whom " dear Francis" could 
not bear to be taken down, he essayed a foi-- 
mula which he had used with great success 
on former occasions. 
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" I am not going to suffer myself," he said, 
" to be laughed out of a position. To a casual 
observer, no doubt, the thing will appear as 
you would put it; but if you will give the 
matter a little more attention, you will per- 
ceive that I am quite correct in what I have 
advanced." 

At this, hearty Sleevie laughed again, and 
offered to bet his brother a " fiver" that none 
of his dates were right to a fortnight, or his 
distances to a hundred miles ; whereupon 
" dear Francis" indulged him with a homily 
upon the foUy of betting, which, however, pro- 
duced no other effect than to make his brother 
laugh again, slap him on the back, and declare 
that they ought to make a parson of him, and 
he'd be Archbishop of Canterbury in no time. 

Whilst this was going on poor Sir Greorge 
sat quaking with fear, lest his second son 
should push his obstinacy to offensive lengths ; 
and My I^ady reclined languidly upon her 
sofa, and backed up the disputants by turns, 
declaring at one time that " dearest Francis" 
was so very clever that he could not be mis- 
taken, and observing at another that " dear 
Steevie" had been in India, and therefore mmt 
know best. 
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"Are you as certain of that, old fellow," 
lie would say, when " dear Trancis" began to 
preach upon some of his peculiar doctrines — 
"as that Goozerat is on the Ganges, eh?" 
Thus cruelly bringing to light a dreadful 
blunder that his brother had made in a recent 
speech at the Mechanics' Institute at Durm- 
stone — a fearfully penitential institution, of 
which he was the founder and patron. Even 
when he was right, Stephen laughed at him ; 
for, you see, the process by which Mr. Trem- 
lett's supposed intellectual acquirements had 
become the terror of the neighbourhood was 
gradual. Stephen could only think of him as 
" dear little delicate Frank," the small brother 
whom he had carried about on his back, and 
who had cried for what he wanted; conse- 
quently he treated him accordingly, with 
much affection, but not a scrap of homage — ^to 
his intense disgust, and the secret satisfaction 
of everybody else. 

So, as I have said, the days passed plea- 
santly enough with Stephen Frankland at 
" The Towers," until his conscience began to 
prick him for neglecting Brandron's dying 
request. True it was, that, during the four or 
five hours that he had been detained in Lon- 
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don whilst on his way home, he had made 
numerous inquiries respecting Mangerton 
Chase, and neither from word of mouth or in 
books of reference could he gain any informa- 
tion whatever respecting it. 

He saw therefore that he would have to 
trace it out by steps, the first of which would 
be to discover Father Eustace. He did not 
expect to find anything that would help him 
in the heavy luggage of the deceased, which he 
received notice had now arrived at the South- 
ampton Custom House. 

At first Sir George and Lady Tremlett 
would not hear of his leaving home again so 
soon; but the objections of the latter were 
softened when she heard of certain shawls and 
ivory ornaments which Stephen had stored in 
his own impedimenta. 

Any subject connected with Mr. Brandron 
appeared to be distasteful to the baronet (who 
had never once alluded to the rencontre at 
Westborough), and he soon ceased to oflfer an 
opposition which, of course, would raise the 
topics he evidently desired to avoid. 

So Stephen promised not to be away longer 
than a week at the furthest, and went his way 
into Babylon the Great, there to do his best 
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towards picking up the clue which was to 
lead to the discovery of the secret hidden be- 
hind the black oak panelling in the room over 
the armoury at Mangerton Chase. 
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